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CHAPTER XIII. 



MoMfiNT after moment flew away, un- 
pi^rceived by all but Ippolita and Signora 
Apzoletta. Count Zucharo had a me- 
mory stored with the chivalric tales of 
the Troubadours, and the mysteriousf le« 
gends of northern romances, and he told 
the histories he remembered, with that 
awful air of belief, which is necessary to 
thrill our hearers. 

Rosalia and his wife, listened to him 
in rapt attention, as he followed up the 
solenm efiect of sacred musoc, by repeat* 
ed tales ci demon, and maniac, and mur* 
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derer : but Signora Anzoletta often cast 
a glance towards the house, wishful of 
its gallant master's re* appearance ; and 
Ippolita felt uneasily anxious for the 
well-known sound of his far-off step. 

Still he came not. At length Rosalia 
noticed his protracted absence, and pro- 
posed rejoining him within doors. 

As they were passing up the great 
staircase, one of the p^ges crossed the 
hall. " Is your Lord above,*' carelessly 
ask^d the Count. 

" Noi wy Lord," i:eplied the youth j 
<^ he is with a person on business.'^ 

*< Still occupiefi!'* exclaimed the 
Count, shru|^ging up his shoulders ; << txn^ 
ly, Signora, your brother earns his high 
reputation." 

Rosalia thanked him sloud ; Ippolita 
in her thoughts $ and they advanced to 
the saloon. 

Another hour dragged heavily ob: 
some of the party were provoked at 
Valombrosa's stay, and the rest were uiv 
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GQotfortably oonjecturiilg what fousineM 
could detain him %o so late aii%i0iir* 
Finally tined out, „ the Gbunt and JGIoua^^ 
tefo Jbegged leave to iteitire for the ni^^. 
and the hal£^angry Anzoietta withdcenRr, 
also. R^saUa and Ippql^' only pon^ 
vecsnod a shout time togcitber aftet theiri 
con^iany liad left iiiem ; and the Jbtteor 
perceiving that her artless fiiMid . had 
none of the jstrange fears which begain to 
imitate faer^ was jcarefql not to suggest 
them ; ahe tiaeittfom. condueifced her to 
her diamfaer, and bade her adidu till 
moroing. 

ISo sooner iw^as sdie alotie^ than Riding, 
down stairs igs^in, mto a» rebireA music** 
room^ she plaeed herself so that she 
might hear the voice or foot of Valom* 
brosa as 1^ posi^ to hiirxooiili. ^ She 
dreaded she knew not wkli A' confii* 
sion c^. alarming images swam before 
her di3(«:)der^ sight. Her linole OiuM« 
ano secretjy deprived; of fife ; her gene* 
sous i@s»aid Rosjsanp Impmoned^ heisdf 
B 3 
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demanded by the Florentine govern- 
ment; Valombrosa's life attempted by 
Guidobaldo Alviano : every horror which 
fear or fancy could suggest, were con« 
jured up to rack her. Finding herself 
incapable of supporting many more such 
moments, she determined to come forth 
at Valombrosa's approach, and beseech 
him to end them. 

At length she heard the heavy step of 
some one below, proceeding to the outer 
faall ; and the next inst^t she heard Va- 
lombrosa springing with such rapidity -~ 
gay rapidity she thought — up the stairs, 
that she blushed at her late fancies, and 
shrunk from encountering him. 

Thinking to reach her own chamber 
ere he could see her, she opened the 
door of the music-room, and met him on 
the landing place. 

Valombrosa's hasty step was arrested 
by that action : he turned ; and as Jp* 
polita would have passed him, she saw 
such a fearful expression in his face, that 
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she retreated back into the apartment, 
.as if to shrink from it. 

Valombrosa mechanically followed her 
in. He shut the door, and coming close 
up to Her, surveyed her' from head to 
foot, with the lo<A of one whose intellect 
is wandering. - 

He was ghastly palei and attempted 
not to address her. 

> Terrified by his manner, and still more 
by his strange speechlessness, Ippolita 
would have caught his arm, as she cried 
out, «< Speak to me myLord j for the Jove 
of God speak to me!'* btet <»^3Jbfer hand 
could grasp his arm, he feil'down before 
her, perfectly insensible. 
- The shriek which must otherwise have 
escaped her lips, she stifled by an in- 
atinctive action : the life of . Rosalia 
seemed one, with that of her brother j 
and at this dreadful moment, Ippolita 
thought principally of her. 

That death which was on the features 
of Valombrosa, was however in her heart; 
B 3 
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and it )vas rather despair thato hope wWdi 
now gave her strength to lift his head 
fretai the ground. 

When she had done so, she gazed 
wldly on hifti, and then as wildfy round 
the vwant apartments A vase containing 
flowers caught her eye j she hastily pi^Ued 
out the •flpT/fert, ^d thriew the water over 
Valombrosa* The chill liquid, fi|)la»hed 
'Over bid mfoveless feature?, Uiwao^ th^m 
»fi^. paler and motioidess as^ before. At 
fchM>si^t^ the horrid donviction thikt he 
"waH indeed dead, casie ov^r Ippolita } 
ahe clasfie^i^hftt insensible head tightly 
to her Iweastl' te if never to let it go 
again ; but quickly recovering her reason, 
she stnted up, and flying down tiie stair- 
case to seek assistance met the old 
steward. 

^< Your Lord is ill!" she gaq^ed out j 
<« be careful not to alarm the Signora— 
but her physician ; — he will find him in 
the south music-room/' |Ier hand mo- 
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tioned instant o^edfenee; and again i^e 
flew up the lofty stairease. ■ 

ValoK^rosa lay wbcrje she bad left 
him ; and once more Ippol&a threw ber- 
tself on the floor beside him, herl^iam 
throbbing with a Crowd df hideous imagin- 
ations! and even white she watehtd in 
agony to see his eyes unehfie, she shud- 
dered at the thought of what bis jJe- 
covered sense might have to tell her. 

Signor Calv^i came quickly witii (dd 
Marco, and he would have had j^polita 
withdraw, while he opened a vein in Va- 
lombrosa's arm ; but at such a crisis, every 
thing gives way before impetuous feding ; 
and Ippolita only drew a few steps back- 
ward, while Marcd supported, and the 
Signor bled their Lord. 

It was long ere the blood would flow ; 
it came only drop by dr<^ slowly in- 
creasing*; till at length it poiired in a 
kindly stream, and yalombrosa opened 
his eyes. 

B 4 
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H6 gazed first at Marco and the phy*^ 
sician, and then as far round him a» his- 
feyes could reach, without any movement 
of his head. Ippolita therefore remained 
unseen. 

^* He is gone then !'* he exclaimed; 
vfith the tone and air of one relieved 
from the presence of some dreadittl ap-^ 
pwition. 

•• Who, my Lord?** asked Marco, shak- 
ing between joy and fear, and melting 
into tears^ 

^ Yes, weep Marco I weep for your 
master V* exdaimedValombrosa, scarcely 
knowing what be said, as he saw the 
tears coursing each other down the old 
man's cheek, wetting the long silver 
locks which hung over it* 

" My Lord, I hc^ nothing has hap- 
pened?" asked the physician respect- 
fully. 

Valombrosa lookie^ wildly around, thei) 
sternly turning to the last spei&er, 
« Conjecture nothing,'* cried he, " upon 
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the events of this night, as you ^ue 
your life ! if but a whisper of it reach 
my sister — and you, MdixcOf as you 
love your master^— ** . ,. 

The old man caught Valombrosa'$ 
hand at this» and pressed his quivering 
lips on it. IppoUta's smothered angatidii 
now burst forth; and the dioalung.sob9 
with which she fell back upon a .saal^j 
caused Valombrosa to extricate himself 
from the arms which held him, and turn; 
towards her. ., .;,; 

<<Ipp61ita!" he said, and hi^ eyes 
softened from their distraction into, add 
expression of such tendern^s and grieff' 
that old Marco sunk upon his knees with 
uplifted hands, silently deprecating that 
uhknown calamity, whatever it might be, 
which threatened or had overwhelmed 
his Lord 

Ippolita started up, her tears streaming 
over the bands she now wrung in uncon- 
trollable agony^ *^Alas! what is this 
a5 
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evil?** she cried, and her voice became 
inarticulate. 

Valombrosa took her hands in his, and 
held them for an instant to his burning 
eyes :. he shuddered ; then rousing him- 
self, let go her h^^ls, and said with forced 
dalnmess, ** I hare had some intelligence 
which afflicts me ; but I give you my 
word it has no reference to you — to 
none you know, exc^t to myself and 
!Rosalia !" *^ his voice failed at his sister's 
name ; but steadying it again, he added, 
^^ I need not ask my friends here, to be 
silent on this unlucky indisposition: 
could I have reached my own room first, 
then—' 

•* Then would'st thou have perished 
Valombrosa i*' ippolita's heart escaped 
Ml this moment of sorrow ; and the tone 
in which she uttered that invcduntary 
exclamation, penetrated the unfortunate 
Valombrosa at once with keener anguish^ 
and a keener s^nse of ber affection. 

Ippolita lingered where she was, a few 
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tnsti^tsr longer; tli^i rousing herself 
with a c(nivulsive sigh, she crossed her^^ 
self; and conunending ^ Valombrosa to 
the protection and pity of ham who di^ 
to save the sinner and to comfort the af- 
flicted, hastened from the scene. 

It was a night of tears and pray^ to 
her ; to Valombrosa, one of agony too 
stormy for either. But Rosalia, the un- 
conscious Rosalia, slept the sweet sleep 
of innocence and peace ; dreamt not of 
horrors ; and awoke, to a deceitful cakn. 

Ere the party who had loitered aw£^ 
the preceding evaaing in the gardens rf 
Ilhel Des^to^ met in Rosalia's cainnet^ 
Ippolita learnt from Marco, that Valom^ 
brosa had set out for Florence, not two 
hotups after she left him, and that Mwco 
was charged with the apc^ogy of urgent 
business, to Count Zucba^o and the.Sig-* 
iM)ra Rosalia. 

<< My Ix>rd was forgoing alone,'' added 
Marco, > ** but Signor Galyesii who is very 
determined, when it is right to be so, 
B 6 



IS THE FAST OF.ST^MAODALBK. 

viaold not be commanded away from 
what he called ins duty, and ^o he told 
myXord that his pulse fri^tenedbimi 
and that he must be allowed to accom- 
pany him» in case he should be ill again 
by the wayj and at last my^Lordcon* 
sented/^ 

Marco stopt ; but Ippolita, answering 
only by a deep sigh, and a bewildered 
look, — " I have been thinking," re- 
sunml the old man, ^ what all this can* 
be ; and I think my dear master is so 
over bountiful, that a great crash has 
somehow come, and that — '* 

"Conjecture nothing, good Marco,*' 
breathlesdyinterruptedlppolita; **at least 
uMer not your 4;houghts; remember ymir 
Lofd forbade it. . Endeavour, as I shall 
do, to £^ppear as if nothing unusual had 
happened. Beware of exciting curiosity 
in the household, or alarm in the Signora : 
— . it was your Lord^s injunction/' 

Marco bowed respectfully, and faltering 
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cmtapromise.of obedience, sSoWly quittied 
te^*pre^ence. 

. Marco's suggestion was at least some* 
thing for Ippolita to catch and cling toy 
amid that sea of strange^ imaginings, in 
which her soul was tossing. To imagine 
Yalombrosa stripped of all those advan^ 
tages of wealth wd power which he used 
so nobly, was indeed afflicting ^ but what 
was such privation, to a«y evil wfaicli 
might menace ^ his life or honour ? What 
was it, to her former dreadful forebodings 
of new horrors in her own devoted fa- 
mily ? What was itj to the iotoIeraUe fear 
that he was doomed to some cruel pu- 
nishment for having protec^d hex? 

X His own words bad assured h^r, tfattfr 
whatever was the blow by.which he wa& 
stricken, it fell* (Hily upon himelf and 
Rosalia. << It is too true, then V* she 
exclaimed ; ^'che is ruined ! hut Oh Ya-; 
lombrosa, it is not thyself jakmej what^ 
multitudes &11 with thee, fiienc^ bene- 
factor of all r 
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She melted into tears as she spoke ; 
for her heart, unburthened of its worst 
fears, could now yield to tenderness as 
well as to sorrow; and it needed this 
timely relief, ere she should be called 
upon to appear amongst others with out* 
ward composure. 

Ippolita knew not the (Sources of Va- 
lombrosa's great wealth ; they might be 
like those of her own illustrious ancestors, 
in the precarious mine of extensive com- 
merce : his monies might be vesteid in 
foreign countries } or his estates staked 
against the chances of some enormous 
speculation. The vaatness of his spirit 
might have tempted him to increase its 
means, and thus have made him in one 
hour a beggar. 

All this was too probable; and she 
might live to witness the wreck of him 
she loved, and wasprcmd tolove, without 
the power to extend a hand to save him. 

Never before had Ippolita folt the full 
bitterness of poverty ; , and yet, at the 
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moment of feeKng it, sdie blest Heaven 
that it was not in her power to devote 
to Valombrosa's assistance the important 
sum which she still hoped from Ger- 
many. She feared her sense of justice: 
might have proved less animated than 
her love. She owed him much 'twas 
true} but what were such obligations # 
when compared with her debt of grati-* 
tude to those who had resign^ their all, 
for her banished father ? 

For tiiem who would " aidure till the 
end,*' life is indeed a continual warfare f 
and the strife is harder, when the strug^e 
is made by two opposing duties or af« 
fectionsy than when it lies between a 
virtuous and a forbidden inclination. 

<< I know nothing — I dare not wish 
any thing ; — but I may pray for thee, 
Valombrosa!" — and as Ippolita with 
this inward apostrophe desc^ided to join 
Rosalia, her aching heart again wemI again 
put up such a petition to Heaven. 
The mere durcumstoiice of having some 

lO 
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i^lausUble idea to rest upon, gave compa? 
Fative calomess to Ippolita's thouglilsj 
so that she met and conversed with Ro* 
salia and her guests^.ahd heard Valom? 
brosa's desertion alternately jested upon 
by the C^nt, and tenderly excused by 
bis sister^ without discovering that she 
was in the secret of .its cause. 

But when occasional remarks upon the 
beauty of II bel Deserto were , made by; 
Signora Anzoletta ; and the pictures 
and statuea admired by the Countess > 
when first Valombrosa^s taste and then 
his magnificent spirit, and finaUy his finer 
sensibilities, were discussed by Count Zu*, 
charo, the tears crowded so fast to her 
eyes, that she durst not turn them upon 
anyone. - 

This lovely place, those noble embel-, 
lishments, which w6re precious in her 
eyesi, because they were Valombrosa's, 
might soon have another owner ; and all 
these exquisite sensibilities to. art and 
nature^ and honourable distufictiony be- 
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come so many species <rf* vtaished jdys, 
to their powerless possessor* 

" Not so P' whispered her bett:et' 
'thoughts J " the remembrance of his pre- 
sent good deeds, will revisit him then,' 
like ministering angels, — O blessed re- 
ward of virtue! Ejirtb, and all that it 
contains, may pass from under the feet 
of the just, but heaven will never fail 
them/' And once more, with this sacred 
conwlation, Ippolita wiped the tears frony 
her eyesj and smilingly entered into the 
society around her* 

Never had she seen Rosalia so ani-* 
matedl — pleased with her guests, and 
amiably anxious by her as»iduitf)r to pre- 
vent the suspicion of Valombrosa's busi- 
ness being less impcKtant than he pleaded; 
and unsuspicious of any cause for uneasi* 
iiess, the gentle creatwe endeavoured^ 
to fill every passiifg hour with a new 
pleasure. 

Her innocent gaiety was bitterness to» 
Ippolita : it was like the lamb sport* 
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ing amongst its companions, while the 
knife is at the throat of its mother. 

Among Rosalia's trifling occijtpations, 
was otie upon whjch she used laughingly 
to pride herself: it was the skilful ar- 
rangement of flowers, so as to make the 
most harmonious disposition of their 
iR^rms and colours. Her exact remem-* 
branc^ of their tints, and her exquisite 
saisibility to every sliade of perfume, 
enabled her to pronounce as rieadily the 
name of any flower, as though she could 
see it. She now employed Count Zu- 
charo to gathi^ her a profusion ; and 
having challenged the Countess tola trial 
of skill, by separately disposing them in 
baskets which crowned the heads of two 
statues in the vestibule, she was gaily 
vaiuiting her own excellence, late in the 
evening of this momentous day, when a 
courier arrived from Florence. 

He brought a letter to Rosalia from 
her physician. 
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Ippolrta bad the hard task of reading it 
to her. 

It was couched in cautious terasi, and 
simply stated, that having been led to 
Florence by busings of his own, at the 
time of the Marquis'a visits he had luc^y 
be^Qk at the PalazKo Valombrosa, that 
tBormngf^ when ^mptoms of fever appear^^ 
ed in his Xxirdship« Signdr Calvesi am* 
teqqently deented it right to rimaih, and 
detain his L«rd from // bel Deset'ta. 

He concludedt by assuiaiices, that he 
bdieved his patron^s ilbiess. might be 
somewhat tedious, but not in the least 
dangefous-; and he therefore exfaoited 
his £aiir patient, as she valued her yet un<* 
settled health, and the future comfort ^ 
her brother, to rdy upon this assurance^ 
and not agitate herself into iUness by 
unfounded terrors. 

Ippolita obeyed the eager request of 
Rosfdia, when she read this letter aloud ; 
a request she could not evade without be* 
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trayiDg her expectation of what was to 
come. 

It tasked her power of self^commaqd to 
the utmost : fo^r the eyes of eVery one, 
l)ut the sealed ones of her who would not 
have beheld her emotion without alarm- 
ing remark^ were upon her j and though 
she controuled her expressions, she could 
not command the motion of her blood; 
Her lips blanched as she read ; and 
as the Signora Anzoletta noticed their 
altered colour with more spleen than pity, 
Ippolita felt that the privilege of escap- 
ing from this notice and from the pangs 
of her own forebodings, by -temporary 
insensibility, would be a positive blessing. 
But for Rosalia's sake> it was necessary 
to rally her failing strength, and she 
did so. 

An affectionate and grateful sister is 
not easily deceived ; Rosalia was certain 
that nothing but extreme illness wopld 
make Valombrosa stay in Florence . far 
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from her, aiid the genial a;ir which he 
professed always to breathe with peculiar 
pleasure. She ^determined to go to him 
that very night. 

" The fever may be an infectious 
one !'* said Count Zucharo, kindly : " had 
you not better ascertain that point 
first?*' 

** Do you think that would stop me?'* 
asked Rosalia, tummg quickly upon him 
a face covered with tears. ** Ippolita^ you 
will go with me P' 

. Ippolita could not resist the inipulse of 
cfttehing her band, and straining it to h^r 
breast : the action answered for her t and 
with that devoted action/ Rosalia was 
rewarded for her undoubting appeal to 
friendship. 

. Afler a short debate upon the madness 
of this step, chiefly on the part of Count 
Zucharo iind his sister, it was settled 
that Rosalia should be partly indulged, 
by the whole company setting off for Ho* 
fence at day4i£eak the next day } but if 
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on reiiching the city, Valombrosa's fever 
should 1)6 found infectious, she and Ippo- 
Kta were to proceed to the house of the 
Count, and remain there till all danger 
from contagion was over. 

By this plan« Rosalia, who could not at 
any time be of real service in a sick room, 
would be yet near enough to hear every 
hour of her brother's progress, without 
endangering her Ufe by a usdiess abode 
under the same roof with him. At that 
moment, how did Ippolita wil»h that she 
were Valombrosa^s sister, ~- she, who 
e(fuld watch and wait imd minister to 
him ! — she, who thus qualified, would 
ndkt have allowed any power to keep her 
fioom him I'' ' * 

But poor Rosalia's perseverance in 
such a determination would have been 
culpable ; since she could not aid her 
brother in any way : and his conscioue- 
pee^ of her thus vainly risking her 
Itfe^ must either destroy him, or tdtard 
his recovery. IppditolbenfoEre seconded 
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Count Zucharo*s Arguments by her in* 
treaties, and brought the weeping girl to 
consent. 

The amiable sympathy which was ^» 
pkyed on this occasion, both by Zucharo 
and his wife, amply made up for a lesser 
degree of it in Signora An^letta.-^ 
Could IppcJita h^^^^ had room in her 
thoughts for such a reflection, she might 
imve ];narve)led at that young lady's late 
evident sensibility to the outward graces^ 
mnd distinguishing notice of the titled 
handsome Vailombresa, and her smaH 
^bow of sympathy now, wirti those who 
were tr^fiWing i^t his life. —--But of 
such materials wai^ the beart of the Ephe- 
»ian widow formed ! 

Preparations fbr thei^ hasty change ci 
abode, gave some employment to Ippo- 
Uta, through . this second * night which 
she spent without attempting to take 
rest: and ere the first matin bell bad 
rung, she was wi^ng at the ea^ 
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trance of Rosalu^'s apartment fdi* her 
friend^s appearance. 

How long had that night seemed ! im* 
patient to xlraw near Valomhrosa, and 
know die worst at once^ her eyes had 
watched the sand in the hour^gla^i per- 
petually £uicying some obstacle impeded 
its motion. The lasjt br^ht look of 
Valombrosa^ as she saw him ascending 
the steps of the terrace^ and his ghastly 
countenance when she met him not f(mr 
hours afterwards, at the door of the 
muuc-roomy haunted her mind,— * the 
hideous dissimilarity of those two i^ear* 
apces, nearly distempered reason ; and 
there were moments when Va]aiQbrosa» 
falling by his own hand, was one of the 
horrible visions which forced themselves 
u{K>n her fancy. 

On being admitted to het friend, Ippo* 
lita assumed an air of hope and comfort : 
she allowed for a sister's fears, but dwelt 
much on the skill aod sificerity of Signpr 



THE FAST OF ST«lIAODAL£N. 25 

Calvesi ; the fine constitution and habitual 
temperance of Valombrosa j — a fever 
with him w^ not likely to be of serious 
consequence : fevers were common dis- 
orders in' their ardent climate. 

" I grant it, dear friend/* replied Ro- 
salia, gendy iigl^ipg; <^but the uncommon 
thing is Orlando V consenting to stay at 
Florence this unwholesome season ; he 
must be very ill not to bear removal, or 
even to wish to be removed/* 

** Of course he would not return 
hither till it was ascertained whether 
the disorder is catching/* said Ippolita, 
hastily, trying to obviate the force of 
a remark which she felt had but too 
much truth. 

" He is in the hands of a good God ! 
after all:" said Rosalia,' devoutly j " and 
I am ready to hope for all mercies at 
the Divine hand which has so long been 
gracious to us : — yet I may still wish to 
be near Orlando, and know for what I 
am to prepare myself — gratitude or sub- 

VOL. II. c 



26 THE FAST OF ST.lVlAGIV^i.Ey. 

mission!'* Her voice faltered as she 
pronounced the last word, but a smile 
broke throqgh the tears of her eyes* 

No delay was permitted amongst the 
domestics whose attendance was re- 
quired; indeed none was sought: all 
would willingly have gone to be near 
their beloved Lord. The small party 
were soon collected ; and shortly after- 
wards took the road to Florence. 

As their silent cavalcad6 moved down- 
wards towards tb^ Val d*Arno, Ippolita 
looked back with a sorrowing heart: the 
white pillars of the .portico where she 
had sat so often^ and the marble arcades 
of // bel DesertOf were seen gleaming 
among the groves of its lawn ; above its 
dome, the morning, star was fast ex- 
tinguishing before the fires of the rising 
sun; and the delightful freshness of 
early day ?ame from its^ waving woods. 
— Alas ! the heart replied not to their 
charm] 
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Ippolita believed she saw that house,, 
and thosle woods, for the last time ; aqd 
grief for Valotnbrosa and his sister ba- 
nished every selfish regret. ^ 



c 2 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A JOURNEY of thirty miles was not pet- 
formed in the sixteenth century as ra- 
pidly as now ; it was near evening when 
the travellers reached Florence. 

Signor^ucharo insisted upon first going 
to' the Palazzo Valombrosa, to ask the 
necessary questions ; meanwhile the la- 
dies were to alight and refresh themselves 
at his house. 

To this good-natured arrangement no 
objection could be offered j and proceed- 
ing home with the Couqtess, Rosalia and 
Ippolita awaited his return. 

The information he brought, after a 
brief absence, was, that he had seen- 
Signor Calvesi, who confessed the Mar- 
quis's fever was not infectious, but that 
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perfect quiet was so indispensible to 
his recovery, that if Signora Rosalia per- 
sisted in taking up her residence at the 
Palazzo, she must promise not to inter- 
fere in any way with the plan laid down. 
She must not ask to see her brother, nor 
agitate him by any sounds of lamentation.' 
N To all these requisitions, Rosalia gave 
immediate consent; and very anxious 
now, to be within a moment's reach of 
that beloved brother, she toolc a grateful 
leave of friends, sipcerely desirbus of al- 
leviating her distress; and hastened to 
the Palazzo. 

The dejected countenances of the ser- 
vants in all the waiting rooms, told Ippo- 
lita that their master's condition was 
worse than Signor Calvesi would allow. 
Happily Rosalia could not see the sad- 
dening faces of those persons, and it was 
therefore left to Signor Calvesi to tell her 
what tale he chose. 

This tale was little more than a repeti- 
tion of what he had said to Count Zucharo; 
c S 
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he repeated the assurance, that the M^r- 
qui&*s liffe was in no danger, atid that he 
had no doubt of his doing well, eventu- 
ally, provided h^ were suffered to remain 
without any disturbance of feelings^ 

" And the fever i& not infectious ?*^ 
resumed the affectionately-obstihate Ro- 
salia : " then why may I not go to him ? 
the sight of me would comfort him. — I 
VtoiM sit by his bed and not breathe 
even a Word/^ -^ And she was trying to 
fJtid het wAy out of the apartment^ when 
the j^siciin too hastily exclaimed -*- 

" 'Tis useless indeed — he will not 
fettOt^ you — that is-^I itieAtt— ^even 
pl^nsurable emotions mii^t not agitftte 
hifft jtiiit now. — I will not admit you, 
Signora.'' 

In the hurry of her own niovemcints, 
Rosalia lost the first part of this liddre^ ; 
but Ippolita caught it^ and the idea it 
conjured up, struck to her heart. — This 
unconscidusnesi — that profound quiet 
which wa* drd^ted — the fftysteriou* ttnd 
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embarrassed air of Calvesi, — all were 
proofs that whatever might have beeti the 
nature of the shock received by Valom- 
brosa, it had dislodged his reason. Her 
eyes, raised in agony and enquiry to 
Signor Calvesi, brought a troubled flush 
into his face: he half-uttered and half- 
hurried away a sighj and a deeper 
shade of concern fell over his features. 
But turning anew to Rosalia, and repeat- 
ing his exhortation^ about her care of 
her own health, >^ith the respectful au- 
thority which his profession alloweeJ, he 
withdrew to Valombrosa. 

Sickness is, in some measure, a trier 
of friendship. The news of Valom- 
brosa's illness, and suspected danger, 
soon filled his courts and gates with 
anxious enquirers, of every age and de- 
gree. He was so amiable to his equals, 
and so benevolent to his inferiors, that all 
ranks of people were interested in hispre- 
nervation. 

c 4 
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If any thing could have soothed the 
sad suspense of those nearest to him, it 
would have been this universal suffrage 
to his worth : it did sooth that of Ro- 
^alia. But to Ippolita, who daily expected 
to hear that the crash of his fortune was 
come, who more than suspected that hijJ 
senses were disordered, — it only deep- 
ened the anguish of thinking that his 
power of beneifiting and of blessing, was 
over perhaps for ever. 

During the many days in which this 
suspense lasted, Eosalia admitted no one : 
she and Ippolita were therefore left to 
support each other, or rather to seek sup- 
port from the pious exhortations of Father 
Sordello. 

Each day Signor Calvesi had a little 
better account to give of Valombrosa ; 
and though Ippolita felt alarmed at the 
anxious dexterity with which Calvesi 
avoided any private questions from her, 
she tried to rely upon what he implied 
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when 8j)eaking confidently of his pa- 
tron's recovery j and to believe that the 
noble faculties of the latter were not to 
be for ever extinguished with his for- 
tunes. 

To divert the thoughts of Rosalia^ 
and if possible her own, from too great 
fixture upon one object, she often turned 
their discourse upon Prince Angelo Ros* 
sano, conjecturing the probable event of 
his interview with his wife, and thus 
lessening their own immediate anxieties 
by sympathising with another's. 

Rosidia. wished for the Prince, that 
his interesting society might be her bro- 
ther's cordial when the latter should be 
permitted to enjoy the sight of his fa- 
mily ; and Ippolita more fervently wish- 
ed for his return, that Valombrosa 
might find in him the adviser and the 
friend which she feared he would need so 
much. 

At the end of ten da^, Rosalia was 
admitted to her brother She could 
c 5 
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not notice any alteration in him, ex* 
cept in his voice, which was unnsually 
low and interrupted : but when that 
voice, in fond whispers, thanked her for 
that tender love which had brought her 
from // bel Deserto, to the hot and un- 
wholesome town, and assured her that 
he was himself again, the gratefully- 
weeping Rosalia forgot her past distress. 

Shespoketohimoflppolita} dwelling 
with kind particularity upon every little 
incident which could flatter the heart of 
a lover. Valombrosa only sighed deeply. 
Had she seen the expression of his coun- 
tenance, she would not have attributed 
those sighs to mere tenderness: but at 
this period, Rosalia's misfortune was her 
blessing; and unlike Ippolita, she ga^ 
thered nothing from the looks of those 
about her which contradicted their 
tongues. 

Daily admitted to her brother's apart- 
ment, and gratified by the prospect of 
soon returning to // bel Deserto, the 
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fond sister's elastic spirits rose in grati** 
tude and joy. She almost chid Ippolita 
for not being equally happy— Ippolita, 
whose heart was bleeding for her futum 
trials! 

The latter, ill-disguised her feelings 
under the levity of excusing herself be^ 
cause ^he was still kept from Valombrosa's 
society; and Rosalia, easily admitting 
such an excuse, promised her ^mple re^ 
compense when he should be suftered to 
leave his own apartment. 

When the recovery of his patient was 
completely assured, Signor Calvesi stte* 
nuously advised change of air ; and ea- 
ger to withdraw from the well-meant, 
but importunate visits of intimate ati* 
quaintances, among whom Count Zucharo 
itiight be numbered, Valonibrosa agreed 
to follow his sister and ippolita to // bel 
De^rto. 

Under the protection of Father Sor- 
dello, therefore, and some armed ser* 
c 6 
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Tants, the two friends once more retraced 
the road to the Apennines. 

A storm had come on during. their 
journey, and as they arrived in sight of 
// bel Deserto late in the evening, Ippo- 
lita saw it again, not as she had last seen 
it, by the cheerful light of morning, but 
amid a blaze of lightning. 

The awful sound of the thimder among 
the mountains, and of the heavy rain 
upon. their woods, together with the' 
quick flashes of the lightning, ,as it now^ 
quivered among the white arcades of the 
building, and now vanished into the 
groves beyond, made a thrilling impres-' 
won upon her senses. She trembled with 
momentary superstition : but remember- 
ing how often in this very scene she had. 
witnessed and admired the magnificent 
effect of such a stwm on the sublime ob- 
jects around, without thought of portents, 
she smiled at her own wea}cness, and ba- 
nished it. 

On the arrival of their mistress, all the 
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domestics in the house crowded about 
her, to ask news pf their Lord : when 
they heard that he was coming slowly 
back to them, and that although re- / 
duced in strength, he was fast regaining 
health, their joy manifested itself in ges- 
tures and exclamations. 

Old Marco loitered behind, to catch 
a few words from Ippolita as she was fol* 
lowing Rosalia and the confessor through 
the vestibule. " Is it indeed so, lady ?" 
he asked earnestly; "is my dear Lori 
better ? and are things going well with* 
him?*' 

^ ** He is better, Marco,*' returned Ip- 
polita, suppressing her own emotion to 
check his. " I know nothing further, 
and I enquire not.*' She smiled kindly, 
hut sighed, and passed from him. 

As Valombrosa was particularly or- 
dered to avoid the noon*day heats, and 
it was now the end of August, he reined 
during the hottest hours ; so arrived not 
at // bel Deserto till long after sun-set on 
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the second day of his journey. Rosalia 
expected him about that time, and bad 
prepared a little collation of fruits and 
ices for his refreshment, in ^hat was 
called her bower — a sort of sylvan her- 
mitage -^ in his way to the house. 

The white and red flowers of inter- 
woven rose*trees formed its fragrant 
roof; lilies and carnations its gay furni* 
ture; mounds of mossy turf its seats. 
It opened on a grassy down, secluded by 
banks fringed with groves of weeping 
birch. 

His ffivourite fruits, culled by her own 
hands, and embedded in his favourit^ 
flower^, were placed by Rosalia's orders in 
this pretty retreat, to which she brought 
her lute, that he might have music when 
wearied of conversation. A grateful 
and innocent joy was in her bosom, and 
on her face j and as Ippdlita looked at 
her^ she could with difficulty repress her 
far different feelings. When the hoofs 
of the mules which drew Valombrosa's 
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littei: \^ere heard Upon the flinty r^d of 
the lower mountain^ his sister sprung from 
her seat. " There be Js!" she exclaim^ 
ed. " Oh, now we are going to be happy 
again. He will soon be quite well at // 
belDeserto. And this is sUch a delicious 
evening, too ! so soft, yet so fresh ! it 
will breathe on him just as we kiss a 
sleeping child; gently, gently, lest we 
wake it r , 

'< O may it breathe health and peace 

to him V* ejaculated Ippolita fervently } 

and making the excuse of going to catch 

'§ight of the litter, she went out of the 

bower to weep a few moments alone. 

Some of the servants who were tta« 
tiotied to receive their Lord, and direct 
him to their young mistress, appeared 
to say he was coming; and at their 
voices, Ippolita rejoined her friend. 

Awhile longer, and Valombrosa, having 
alighted from the litter, was seen ap- 
proaching the bower with Calvesi. jp. 
poiita drew far back, by a strange but 
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irresistible impulse. He enter^, and 
she did not see him. He addressed 
her, she answered him, yet she heard him 
not. 

When the mist of extreme agitation 
cleared from before her eyes, she then 
saw him ; but oh, how changed ! — pale, 
wasted, feeble, with sometimes a fixed 
and sometimes a wandering look ; re- 
minding her to agony of what Signor 
Calvesi had implied. 

He talked of his illness, simply as an 
illness without cause or consequence; 
entered into Rosalia's little story of he;* 
preparations for him, with seeming in- 
terest ; and partook of all the refresh- 
ments she offered : — he was even voluble 
at times, (for not all his efforts could 
make his conversation deserve the name 
of lively,) and Rosalia believed him gay» 

Ippolita was not so deceived. . She 
marked the acute momentary pang with 
which he had at first averted his eye^ 
from the gaily-drest table \ and she saw 



THE F4ST OF ST. MAGDALEN. 41 

the quivering of his lip, while he uttered 
assurances of returning liealth and pre- 
sent happiness: but neither by covert 
expression of speech, or look, did he re- 
vert to what had passed between him- 
self and Ippolita on the night of his de- 
parture for Florence : he seemed studi- 
ously to avoid her eyes. 

This apparent wish of forgetting that 
interview, together with his assumed vi- 
vacity, appeared intended to repel Ip- 
polita's Sympathy : and whenever we 
suspect or discover that the object of 
our exclusive affection has any feeling 
which they would not willingly share 
with us, it is the nature of that affection, 
to believe that they love us no longer. 
Perfect confidence seems so inseparable 
from attachment. 

Chilled by this ill-chosen levity, pierced 
by his neglect, yet conscious he had some 
gnawing grief within, and incapable alike 
of affecting such gaiety as his, or of feel- 
ing such as Rosalia's, Ippolita spoke to 
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him seldom, and looked at him still sel- 
domer. She gave her seeming attention 
to Signbr Calvesi, who talked of interest- 
ing subjects, though neither very well, 
nor as if his mind was free from uneasy 
speculations. 

At length, when after an hour or two 
of disjointed conversation, they all retired 
to the house; Ippolita thanked Heaven 
that this disappointing interview was 
over ! — this interview, to which she bad 
looked forward with such eagerness! 

By Signor Calvesi's advice, they all 
bade good night to each other in the 
ball ; rest being absolutely necessary for 
Valombrosa, and Ippolita having more 
than once pleaded a head-ache, as an ex- 
cuse to Rosalia for her languid part in 
the conversation. She said good night 
ta Valombrosa, without venturing to 
raise her tearful eyes to him ; so she 
saw not the expression in his : but she 
caught the sound of a heavy sigh from 
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him as she turned away, which shook her 
inmost soul. 

That sigh might have proceeded from 
a grief with which she had nothing to 
do ; hilt for the first time since she had 
knowti him, she wished it breathed solely 
for her. 

Never before had Ippolita doubted his 
attachment J never before had she be- 
li^ired it no longer wrt)ng to indulge h^r 
inclination ; since his fortunes were fall- 
ings and her's (if puUic rumours might 
be relied on) were probably near an up- 
vim. 

Every virtuous afl^ction inc^ases in 
tenderness, when the object of that af- 
fection is under affliction ; and it is 
therefore more painfully susceptible of 
repulse or neglect : thus Ippolita thought 
she could better have borne a change 
in Valombrosa*s regard, had he continued 
prosperous, than have discovered now, 
that the was to be dislodged from his 
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heart, by the first blow of misfortune, 
like some light vanity of youthful desire. 

Pierced and troubled, she retired to 
her own apartment, with a desolation of 
feeling beyond all that phe had ever 
known in // hel Deserto. There she 
wept away the hours, in the sad, i6ad 
solitude of the heart. 

From that evening, whatever was the 
cause, Valombrosa certainly appeared en- 
tirely jchanged : he was either in feverish 
spirits, alarming by their excess, or sunk 
in such fits of gloomy abstraction, that 
even Rosalia's voice failed to rouse him. 
Sometimes he wandered about whole 
days by himself in the woods, or shut 
himself up in his own apartment, where he 
admitted no one but Calvesi, who would 
not take denial. He was perpetually 
changing his place : going from // bel 
Deserto to Florence ; to his farms ; to 
the houses of his acquaintance; yet stay- 
ing no where ; and ever returning like 
the sick man to his usual position, who 



THE FAST OF ST. MAGDALEN. 45 

has turned from side to side on his rest- 
less bed, vainly seeking for ease. 

His domestics complained that their 
master's temper was altered even more 
than his habits, arid that although ever 
subject to slight gusts of anger, they 
came rarely, passed quickly, and were 
efiaced by instant kindness; but that 
now, he was oflen harsh and violent, 
and unappeasable for hours together. 

The domestic broil of the republic 
with her revolted state, was just finished, 
by the submission of Pisa ; so Valom- 
brosa had no patriotic pretext for wish- 
ing to take up the sword : but Venice 
was struggling against an unjust confe* 
deracy, and he hinted more than once to 
his sister, that she must not be surprised 
if he volunteered his service in that cause. 
Yet when Rosalia tried to make up her 
mind to his departure, he seemed to think 
of some fantastic danger at home, from 
which he must stay , to guard her : and 
he remained at // hel Deserto. 
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There were times, vfaea from the strain 
of his Citmversation, and yet more by the 
manner with which it was accompanied, 
Valombrosagave those about him, reason 
to apprehend that he meditated abjuring 
the worlds and shutting himself up in a 
m<Mia$tery. 

He did not wilfully give utterance to 
this variety of distracted views : but na- 
turally open as day, his heart involuntarily 
poured itself out i reserving only that 
one deadly drop which lay at the bottom 
of its fountain, and poisoned the whc^e 
mass. 

In all tliese inconsktencies, Ippolita 
read the confirmation of her fears, that 
some great calamity had b^allen him; 
but every day made her doubt its being 
of the nature old Marco had suggested* 
His protector was as generously profuse 
of his money and his credit as ever ; be 
gave employment »id relief to as many 
poor ; wd nothing was diminished in the 
splendor and deligbtfulness of his esta- 
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blishments*: it was impossible, therefore, 
that he could have sustained any material 
pecuniary I033. •^— What then could it be 
which altered his looks, his manner, his 
tamper ; nay, it seemed his very heart ? 

But it was only to Ippdlita, she sadly 
avowed to herself, that his heart seemed 
altered: his assiduity about Rosalia's 
health and happiness, always animated 
and active, was how as watchful, but 
more tremblingly tender than ever; at 
time^it appeared even to amount to pain ; 
for he would question her upon the cause 
of any casual change in her complexion 
or spirits, as if afraid that some invisible 
being, might have whispered something 
to afflict her mind, or unstring her nerves* 

To Ippolita herselfi this manner gave 
htv nothing to complain of: but she 
felt that it was a miipner intended to ward 
off all enquiries from her, either by word 
or look, and that it necessarily threw her to 
a di^t^incie inconsistent with l^eir former 
friend^ip } and O how distant from his 
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lately-avowed love! — that manner formed 
a barrier between them, which neither 
delicacy, nor self-respect, nor wounded 
affection, (though bleeding unto death !) 
allowed her to pass. She remained, there- 
fore, passively sad, silent, and bewildered. 

Rosalia felt this change; without being 
able exactly to comprehend or account 
for the altered terms upon which her 
brother and her friend were now to- 
gether. She sometimes noticed it to both 
privately ; but each had a plausible reason 
to give for the action of the moment : 
and every individual instance of estrange- 
ment thus satisfactorily explained, she 
began to imagine its continuance wall 
her own fancy. 

Time is dismally lengthened, when we 
mark the moments which compose it, by 
bitter feelings! — a fortnight past thus, was 
an age to Ippolita : and as no accounts 
whatever, reached her, either from Prince 
Angelo or her uncles, her anxiety for 
them both, amounted to misery. An 
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accidental conversation, at which she was 
present, increased this anxiety. 

Signor Zucharo having stopped at // 
bel Deserto, on his way to a place of his 
own». began the subject of Politics } and 
while lamenting that the Gonfaloniere 
was so wedded to the French interest^ as 
not to perceive the chains he was thus 
preparing for his country, the Signor 
remarked, that from that very circum- 
stance, notwithstanding the late appear- 
ances, no change was likely to take place 
in favcMir of the Medici/ For, as France 
protected Soderini, if 9he, with the othec 
confederates, should crush Venice, (and 
Venice was now almost at their feet,) no 
faction could be strong. enough to cope 
with the Gonfaloniere, " I was very san- 
guine for the exiled house, till this fall 
of Ksa," continued Zucharo j " but that 
piece of luck has raised Soderini so high^ 
and put the people, into such good hu- 
mour with him, and this lingering im- 
prisonment of Giuliano di Medici, the 
TOL. II. j> 
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very test of the race, is so unfortonate, 
that I fear now all hope is aver, Strozzi'$ 
wife, too, deports herself with such in- 
solence amongst our ladies, thitt they 
take care to keep np all the old stories 
against her father ahd brother/' 

*< Surely Giuliano will soon be re-- 
leased?** asked Rosalia quickly, eag^r 

' £br Ippolitei's sake, to obtain isome civil 
acquiescence at least in her demdild; 
But S^nor Zucharo simply answeredi 
** If the Pope had really belief^^e^d him 

. guilty when he locked him up in that 
pompous prison, I should «ee the proba* 
bility of his release ; for then it would 
depend only upon the proof of bis- in- 
nocence. But whefn a ifaan ^is' » kf4J>t to 
durance, not becku^ieJtie h'^s dbtite evil, h*(t 
for fear he should do gdod ; — in shorty 
when it is the interest of a certain strong 
arm, to keep him out of the way, till all 
his unlawful conquests are secured, I see 
little chance of the prisoner's release tor 
the next twelvemiottthi'* 
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At this observation, Ippolita's eye ha<> 
bitually turned its mixious beam towards 
Valombrosa, scarcely conscious that she 
had done so, till surprised and thrilled 
by a glance of tender^t sympathy from 
his : it 'was the first kind look they had 
exchanged for many days, and it seemed 
to restore their heartsi to each o&iqu 
Yet trying to master the sudden emotion; 
and stifling a sigh, Valombrosa turned 
away his head. ' 

Mistaking the c^use of his ^riead's 
varying colour, Ziicharo said iai^hinglyy 
V I know my blunt politics ^on't suit 
your delicate half-way view$ } and that 
you think good intentioUi atones for 
mischievous actions. I do not; Soderini 
may * think he is admitting a friendji 
when he gives France frea egress to our . 
country; but I am sure he^is letting 
in an enemy. Therefore 1 wish his power 
lawfully taken from him ; -^ remember 1 
say lawfully.** 

<< When I perceive any of the mischief 
D 2 
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you apprehend, actually appearing,** re- 
plied Yalombrosa, « then shall I too wish 
Soderini's authority at. an end. But 
his great integrity, is in my opinion, the 
guarantee of our safety under his govern- 
ment* I cannot biyig myself to believe^ 
that a sincerely "weJlmeaning person will 
ever act very ill j and with my inexperi* 
ence of politics, I really have not the 
temerity to think I know better and see 
clearer than he does* These are my 
political principles ; and if they could be 
warped by the truest respect and esteem 
for Soderini's competitors, they would 
have yielded long ago to the high cha- 
racter of Giuliano di Medici.** 

A seeond glance from his eye, as full 
of sadness as of tenderness, threw Ip- 
polita into such disorder, that afraid of 
exposing her feelings, i^e rose, and glided 
in silence from the party. 

It sometimes seems as if we restrained 
our very thoughts, as we often do our 
t^ars^ IppoHta hurried to her own room| 
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and shut herself in, ere she gave way to 
the new ideas Count Zucharo had uncom 
sciously awakened ; — his information^ 
perhaps solved Valombrosa's mystery* 

It was possible^ that already acquainted 
with what Count Zucharo touched od, 
he might have heard even more to justify 
him in the belief that the fortunes of 
her house were fallen for ever; and if 
his affection for her had become known 
to the Gonfalonierei the latter might 
have deemed it his duty to show hin^ 
the political culpability of seeking to 
ally himself with a family^ still branded 
as enemies of the state. < 

In such a case, it became Valombrosa 
to conquer his attachment, and no longer 
to feed it with vain hopes and tender in* 
dulgence. Actuated by such a resDlution^ 
his present conduct was just and laudable. 
It was the reverse of Guidobaldo AlW- 
ano*s, when he sacrificed reputation and 
good faith to the frenzy of jealous passion ; 
and Ippolita, who had scorned him for 
D 3 
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such worthless self-indulgence, felt but 
too powerfully how much this far dif- 
feretit conduct exalted his rival. 

She fondly believed, that to preserve 
her from a blighted life, or pining death, 
Valombrosa would generously resign 
Srplendour and power ; even the delight- 
ful power of contributing to the enjoy- 
ments of many. To constitute the whole 
of her happiness, and to secure it for 
himself, would have recompensed liim 
for all the trappings of greatness, and the 
proud pleasure of popularity : but the 
sacrifice of a principle, was impossible to 
him. And she was therefore content to 
wither away, for his sake, at the command 
of honour ; of that stern honour which 
was now too evidently consuming the 
summer of his youth. 

But how did this explanation agree 
with his assurance on that fatal evening; 
that the shock he had sustained was in no 
way connected with her ? Ippolita turned 
ttghing from the embarrassing question j 
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yet cjonsoled by a single look> which 
spoke to her of pity and deepest interest^ 
$he forgot all that, which had so lately 
pierced her to the sQuK 

How fervently did she pray for the 
retura of JPxince Angelo, from whom 
alojQe she could ^eelc advice and ask assist-^ 
aace ! and how bitterly did ^he condemn 
herself for having consented to remain 
parted from her suffering uncle ! 

In reflections like these, she passed the 
kours, till the chapel dock reminded her 
of time ; and fearful of appeapng in 
return to shun the sympathy of Valom* 
brosa, she quitted her apartment, and 
fought that where she had left him. 

A servant t0ld,her that Count Zucharo 
was gone ^ his Lord inspecting the pro- 
gress of some buildings i and the Signora 
Rosalia in her oratory with Father Sar- 
dello.., Ippolita returned therefore, to 
her own meditadons,. and throWing a veil 
round her, sought to refresh and compose 
her spirits by walking. 
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At a considerable distance from £he 
villa, stood the remains of a banqueting 
house. . It had been erected in the thir* 
teenth century, by a marquis of Valom- 
brosa, and still 'bore traces of former 
magnificence. The only son of a suc- 
ceeding marquis, fell in the Holy Land ; 
and the news of his death being brou^t 
to the father when at a feast in this place^ 
it was deserted ever after by him, and so 
gradually, sunk into decay. 

The present possessor, considering it 
with a painter's eye, suffered the ruin to 
remain j neither arresting its picturesque 
decay, by vain repairs, nor encouraging 
its premature destruction, by allowing 
the depredations of his peasantry. 

Part of the building had fallen, and 
was now overgrown with bushes spreading 
amongst the broken arches, so as to be 
scarcely discernible from the rocky ground 
about. The splattered pillars and half- 
destroyed walls were therefore mixed 
with cypresses and acacias, growing wild 
in the open courts, or shooting up from 
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tiie 'shells of the roofless towers, where 
they waved their high tops in all the 
blast's which swept over the ruin. 

Under foot, wherever the shattered 
stones of the pavement allowed soil for 
a root to strike in, wall-flowers and yar- 
row grew in dlark profusion. Through 
such a melancholy covering, the ban* 
queting hall still showed the rich mosaic 
with which it was paved j ismd the walls 
yet preserved some faded remains of 
paintings by Giotto; once beheld with 
admiration as the chef-d*oeuvres of infant 
art, now discoloured by damps» defaced 
by the slime of reptiles j forgotten and 
despised ! 

Though the walk to this place was 
peculiarly wild and wearisome, for the 
banqueting house stood upon a great 
height, Ippolita loved the solitude' and 
the scene ; and in happier times: she 
would often go there, to mu^e on the 
. serious reflections it inspired. Thus de- 
taching herself from the lovelier views 
D 5 
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and h^pier thoughts of II hel Deserto^ 
and disciplining her heart to meet the 
changes of her own destiny. 

As she now mechanically took this 
path, the evening star was shining in 
a bright blue sky j it gradually faded a* 
she went along, and at length disappeared 
in the grey dimness of twilight. 

No living object crossed her way, as 
she traversed the darkened woods; e;x- 
cept now and then a bat or an owl 
flitting to its nest in the valley below. 
By the time she reached the banqueting 
Aouse^ the moon was rising. 

She pushed through some wild lilac 
bushes which obstructed her entrance^ 
and crossing* the dismantled hall^ as- 
cended what remained of a painted 
staircase, to the I'ooms above. ' 

.One of these, which from the remnant 
of a gilded orchestra, and groups of 
clustered pillars of that exquisite marble 
called Pavonazzo, had probably been a 
music-roomi was in toleraUe preservation^ 

9 
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and it was here that she was accustomed 
to sit and admire the solemn landscape* 
She advanced to the open space which 
had once been occupied by a large bal. 
conied window, and seating herself among 
the ivy, which now overgrew it, gave up 
her mind to the impressions of the hour 
and of the iscene. 

. Before her, stretched a long range of 
mountains clothed with forejits, and ex- 
cept where the moonlight fell on them^ 
buried in darkness. Immediately b^o:w, » 
mountsdn stream .glided through: the 
woods of the banqueting house i itsaiar- 
row course, marked by a line of blacker 
Aade where the trees grew thickest^ « 
by a gleam of reflected light, where their 
receding branches admitted the full lustre 
of the moon. Her crystal lan^...jui^ 
touched with silver, the brow of a 4i|tant 
cli£^ smd part of sm old stone croa^, which 
leaned over it. 

As the* beautiful planet continued 
rising, her light brightened and extended^ 
p 6 
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till the whole mountainous range wa» 
illuminated J and those objects which 
had first been prominent, sunk back into 
shade. 

The extent of the woods and the 
mountains^ the tranquil process of the 
inoon through fieecy clouds, the stillness 
of every thing around, the mere feel- 
ing of perfect solitude, made Ippolita's 
emotion partake more of awe than of rap- 
ture. She repeated her evening address 
to the Virgin j and wished for Rosalia's 
voice, that its' angelic sound might de- 
stroy the thrilling effect of loneliness and 
night* 

As if in obedience to her wish, the 
tUstant swell of voices rose from a wooded 
valley beyond the first line of woods ; it 
was the monks of Valombrosa chauntmg 
the evening service. Their voices, mixed 
with the solemn peal of the organ, came 
in a rich and clear stream through the 
stillness c{ the air. Ippolita listened in 
rapt delight } and gradually won from the 
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nameless apprehension with which she 
had thought of her distance from human 
kind, became capable of admiring the 
present scene, and of suffering her mind 
to wander upon others. 

By degrees the soaring sounds of the 
abbey chaunt, came fainter and fainter as 
it softened towards its close ; and at last 
it ceased. But Ippolita, plunged in me- 
ditation, was no longer alive to outward 
impressions. She did not hear even the 
melancholy shiver of the woods j that 
mysterious and intermitted sound, which 
comes and goes we know not how, when 
not a breath appears to agitate the air. 
She sat with her eyes fixed upon the 
heavens, unconscious of whjt she looked 
on: at first thinking of her buried 
friends; then of those still spared to 
her ; and finally, arraigning herself fol: 
errors which were now irretrievable. 

When she thought over the convers- 
ation of Count Zucharo, *and the conse- 
quent improbability that her family would 
II 
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ever^ be restored to the situation which 
couldedone warrant her in encouragingVa* 
lombrosa's attachment^ she blamed herself 
for having preserved ihat swrecyv which 
by leaving him to believe her bf humblar 
origin, and destitute of other support, 
had given the ardour of romantic ge- 
nerosity to his passion. Had he known 
her from the fii*st, as ^ne of the. outlawed 
Medici, then had a transient inclination 
arisen in his breast^ reason and republican 
pride would have crushed it in his birth : 
and ^ince his ingenuous temper lutd so 
soon given unequivocal proof of his 
growing attachment, was she not wrong 
tp have waited for her uncle's summons 
to join him? Ought she not to have 
risked personal danger, and braved all 
the vexations of her brother's tyranny, 
and Gi)idobaldo's persecution, rather 
than regained to feed the flame which 
mtist never warm her bosom, and which 
Was too surely devouring the heart of 
her l]^enefactor ? 
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Soothed by that one reconciling look 
from Valombrosa, she thought of his 
virtues with softened feelings: his few 
faults, vanished in their brightness. She 
contrasted him with Guidobaldo : what a 
contrast ! She compared life passed with 
Valombrosa in a blissful emulation of 
aflfection and^ usefulness, with the same 
life wasted in the fruitless gloom of mo* 
nastic observances^ Then she imagined 
Valombrosa wedded in later years, to 
one whom events might almost force on 
him J one perhaps little worthy of his 
tenderness, and insensible to the endeiar- 
ing character of his sister ; one that might 
cause him to remember her he had re* 
signed, with bitter regret ! Tears rose to 
her eyes at that melancholy thought ; 
though she sadly hoped and trusted, that 
long ere that period, she should be be- 
yond the griefs of this world. 

«* O Valombrosa !'* «he murmured to 
herself, ^ how I could have loved thee ? 
how I would have cherished that dearer 
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part of thyself, thy gentle sister ! — but 
it was not to be — that bright vision^has 
appeared, and passed away, like the other 
shadows of my dreamy Fate !** 

Again she relapsed into mournful re- 
verieji unable to detach her softened mind 
from the contemplation of Valombrosa's 
many perfections j though the belief that 
all these amiable and admirable qualities 
would be finally lost to her, made the 
contemplation agony. 

Where the trees of an opposite ches- 
nut grove crowded into darker gloom, 
her attention was suddenly struck by 
some object moving under their over- 
hanging boughs. By the indistinct light, 
for the moon-beams could not pierce 
such thick umbrage, she thought she 
saw the figure of a man, approaching in 
the direction of the ruin j and certainly 
she heard footsteps. 

With instinctive alarm, she now drew 
back, and cautiously watched the object 
of her fears. 
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The tfian, pursuing his way, advanced 
from the shade into the broad moonlight, 
and as he crossed the open space betw^n 
the chesnut grove and the banqueting 
house, Ippolita saw him distmctly. 

It was the same person who had ob» 
structed he^ path, and asked his way, on 
that night which was never to be forgot- 
ten : the night of the Fast of St Mag- 
dalen. She saw the *same equivocal look 
between ferocity and licentiousness ^ the 
same cloak of faded crimson wrapping 
his large proportions ; the same dark red 
plume streaming like a portentous meteor 
over his haggard visage* Through the 
foldings of his cloak, she even fancied she 
could discern the handle of a dagger. 

She shuddered^ What was this man? 
and wherefore came he here? perhaps 
the ruin was the haunt of robbers, and 
Ippolita might at this very moment be 
in the rendezvous of murderers ! 

Her blood froze at the conjecture; 
and bitterly did she condemn that ro- 
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mantle fancy, w^iich had brought her in 
4search of aublime emotions, to find real 
Jborrors* 

The stranger was now close to tihie 
building, for she heard his-st^ in thfe 
oiutdr ctourt : she no longerjiaw him, for 
she hid herself behind the masses of ivy.! 
. The heavy clank of the man's spurs 
echoed in the hall below ; and believing 
that he was ascending the stairs, she was 
just going to spring fix>m the window^ at 
the desperate hazard of her life, when 
the voice of Valombrosa saluting him 
from an opposite entrance, below, as, if 
this rencontre were an appointment, at 
&rst changed her terror into a joyfujl 
sense of . protection, and thence into 
amazement . 

i. If this person were ind^d the ill- 
omened bird ^at had sting the death- 
song^ of Yaiombrosa's peaice, why met 
they again? and why in this dismal so- 
Jitude ? 

Suddenly idarmed. for her benefactor. 
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as she !remembered the stranger's dagger^ 
her powers entirely forsook her; and 
sinking down, she remained without the 
capability of speaking or moving^ an un*- 
willing fist^tet; • " 

'lire stranger spoke in a hollow^ sarcas* 
tic .tone. " Time wastes/* he said^ " my 
necessities press ; I must be answered at 
once. Will you, or wiH you not ?** 

'* Your demand is monstrous !'* waft 
Valombrbsa's exclamation. <« What will 
be suspected, if I am known thus to 
dismember my property, without bemg 
able to assign the reason ? I granted yam 
first demand, solely to preserve n^faonour 
in 'the world* PU double your annuity 
if,'*— 'here ViJombrosa's voice, which 
had before pierced Ippolita's ear with its 
fearful acuteness, was so broken and 
stifted, that she heard it but in murmurs* 
* ^ These liuids in Ronuigna suit my 
affiurs better.*' Was the stranger's re^ly. 
** I must ,be paid well, for holding my 
tongue.'* 
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" No more ! no morel*' interrupted Va* 
lombrosa, ** I know not what I may do — 
but if I do give you the deeds of that 
property, on that very instant I shall ex- 
pect you to surrender me those killing 
documents j — and . that secret, which 
now bows me to the grave — that damn- 
ing secret! you must swear never to 
breathe, even into the ear of your con- 
fessor/* 

The dismal sigh which accompanied 
these words^ was prolonged by the dreary 
echoes of the hall j and Ippolita, seized by 
an emotion to which she could 4iot h^ve 
given a name, was breathlessly trying to^ 
remove beyond reach of their voices, 
when she caught perforce, the reply of 
the stranger. She almost fancied ^he 
saw the smile of derision with which it was 
uttered. « They are not such knees a^ 
mine, that we^ out your confessionals.** 

A silence ensued, as if both speakers 
were pondering over each other's pro- 
posals. Ippolita, trembling in every joint. 
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no longer with fear, but with strange and 
hideous imaginations, solely tried the 
bolt of a door which opened on some 
steps that led down the outside of the 
building into the woods. • i 

Fearful of being heard, yet throbbing 
with anxiety to escape, she repeatedly 
shook the door, and while doing so, heard 
Valombrosa abruptly exclaim, <• Gracious 
God! I, who once thought dishonour 
impossible ! — yet but foK her, I would 
brave'* — he stopt^ then madly ^dded, 
^* what! shall I submit to a life of con^ 
tinual apprehension ? — no ! tell the tale 
at once/* 

** Good night then !** returned the 
stranger, with surly defiance ; " I can sell 
the secret high to some in Florence.** 

" Stay! —make your conditions !** Va- 
lombrosa called out, in accents of frantic 
despair. <' lUther than live thus, in 
slavery to a** — " Not a murderer !** in- 
terrupted his companion, and there was 
» mali^ant expression in his tone^ which 
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luldressed to any other thsm Va^ombrosiei^ 
would have frozen Ippohta's blood. 

^' That word again^ and it is your 
last!'' cried Valombrosa in a tremen* 
jfibus voice ; and the violent action wit^ 
which he grasped his swcNrd^ was re- 
peated by the echoes. 

*« Keep your weapon in its scabbard !** 
was the growling reply ; *^ and I advise 
you to keep your tongue there too* if 
you would have me keep your secret i 
Pride and passion^ my Lord Marquis, are 
not good auxiliaries in such a business 
83 ours ; another man would have known 
long ago how to revenge himself for the 
affix)nts put upon. him; — but I am a 
lamb !'' — he laughed as he ended. 

" And I am desperate !'* cried Valom- 
brosa^. in accents of despair and agony y 
" Chafe me not beyond my power to 
bear/' he gasped out, after a pause ; 
" you know I am in your power ;" *— 
and here again Ippolita lost the distinct- 
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ness of his( voices in its agitatted '3iiflS)« 
cation. 

The instant she had caught the sounds 
ci* angry altercation, her just ^ anxiety 
not tooverhear their disoourse^ gave place 
to the equally justifiable on^ of asceiv 
tainirig whether any immediate dabger 
threaten^ Vbldmbrosa^s life from his 
ruffian-like' companion, and she waited 
awhile to catch what might follow : but 
ajfter a short silence, they resumed their 
parly in calmer tones, but too low to be 
audible to her^ < . 

Her hand was still softly trying thebdt 
of the door,' which 'now 'catoe away froni 
the pulverising v^ood, and left th^ pas- 
sage free. She hesitated, she lingered ; 
- — to stay like a spy upon the private 
confidences of Valombro3a, was shame- 
ful; and to go, was to le&ve him in 
the power of a fiend. Yet she could 
not assist him in any bodily struggle 
with such a man: she could however 
perish in the vain attempt of throwing 
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herself between him and death i and she 
who durst not live for Valombrosay would 
thus gladly have died for him« 

Again she stopt ; again she listened : — 
only temperate sounds now reached her ; 
and they so distinct^ that had she staid^ she 
must have heard their whole discourse. 
Wrestling against every temptation so 
to end her present frightful thoughts, 
she stifled a groan of desperate resign 
nation; and commending Valombrosa's 
safety, to that power^l Being who is 
present every where, she glided through 
the opened door ; and swiftly descending 
the steps, ran without intermission, 
through the woods to // bel DeserUh 
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CHAPTER XV. 

Encountering jio one, not even a ser- 
vant, in the hall, or corridors, Ippolita 
hastened to her own apartment, which 
she had no sooner reached, than she fell 
down insensible from fatigue and agi* 
tation. * 

How long she lay there,, she knew not, 

for no one came near her; and it was 

.only a fresher night breeze entering her 

open casement, and blowing upon her 

/ace, which brought her back to life. 

Rosalia was too much used to her 
friend's solitary rambles to be alarmed 
at them ; therefore Ippolita had ample 
time to recover from her fainting fit, ere 
it was necessary to join her. 

VOL. II. E 
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Bat solitude was insupportable to a 
spirit like her's, tortured by fears for the 
life of him she loved, and combating 
against thoughts at once doubtful and 
distracting. She hurried into the room, 
to which the sound of Rosalia's sweet 
strains directed her ; and after the inter- 
change of a few words, besought her to 
proceed with her music. 

.Rosalia, reckless of evil, obeyed j and 
while she sang with the voice of an angel, 
words of ppace and comfort, Ippc^ita 
traversed the apartment in agonies of 
dread and expectation. 

Happily for her wish of concealing 
what agitated her, Valombrosa's voice 
was heard in an anti-chamber many liii* 
nutes before he himself appeared ; and 
ere he entered, that transport of grateful 
jtify for his safety, which seized and nearly 
overwhelmed her, had yielded itself to 
the restraining power of caution. 

Valombrosa just turned his heavy eyes 
upon her, as be was advandng to his 
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sister i thei» gently seitting himself' beside 
ihfi latter, b^ prayed her to go on witb 
what soothed kixo^m much. 

The touching toBe of his voice, the 
deep melancholy of his countenance, and 
the languid air of his figure, were in 
mournful contrast with the frenzied 9C^ 
cents which Ippolita had so lately heard 
&om him, and t^e frantic acttotis with 
which she laad SanaeA these accenta ac- 
companied. 

RQ(»Bft struggle and present hope** 
fossness were painted on hk &ce $ thst 
fafie so beloved I -rr- that &ce, till of lsk& 
so bright with youth, health, and joyjl 
Ippolita ^ could have wept her wptit at 
ber€^es,'' as she gazed on hin^. 

** Orief is there i— injury is there^** she 
cried to hemd£, as he looked abstract- 
edly awajr ; *^ but there is no guilt i'' 
mid then she added^ << even thine omn 
drabtfid w<H!ds> Valombrosa, shaE laot 
evideiK^ ag?mist thy noble hfe.** 

** At that moment Yalombrosa tiumed» 
X 2 
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pfOlich «ik1 fond anxiety j and tiifen Va- 
lombroaa, for the' jgrst time, pleaded iiis 
attf^ment to Ippdits^ and the dimi* 
nution 6^ his hopea from the s^uddea 
kicriease of str^^h to the party hostile 
to her £unily. 

: Hdw intolerable was it to a cfaarad^er 
Hke his, abhorrent of diasimulation, to b6 
thus fixrced into smnething like falsebood! 
RoflaUa was too artless and too sincere 
to Bosipect that he had not told her all 
his giie& i and mixing smiles with fa^ 
pity, she endeavoured to inspire him with 
better thon^ts, and to cheer him with 
tlie certainty liiat he was beloved by 
ippditsu • 

Had his mekndioiy been indeed from 
the source he alleged, t the ingenious 
argumeqts and sweet prognostics cf im 
sister, must have subdued it ; but there 
was a deeper, di^rfcer 8(vnething within, 
which her argmnents oopld not readi, 
her hopes coqld nbt Brighten: and he 
left her, perhiqxs the moipe miserable. 
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from the viery circuaistaiiMce of feeling 
that he loyed her dearer than even 

Not long after this seeming confidence 
to hig sister, a gay company from an 
adjacent villa came unexpectedly to visit 
IlbelDeserto. 

As Valon^osa, accompanied \>y Ro- 
salia and Ippolita^ wais conducting tiiis 
party into the wood-walks^ .the jqipear- 
ance of that portentous stranger, whom ^ 
Ippolita had last seen at the banqueting- 
house, made h€lr statt : ^e saw a sudden 
colour .flush the face of Valon^rosa at 
the same instant j he faultered for a mo» 
ment'in his walk) but recovering his 
presence of mind, he bowed slightly to 
the man, as he passed^ and said care- 
lessly, '< I will attend to your bucdness^ 
Signm*, presently ; you know your way/* 

The man half turned, as though he 
would have joined the party ; and as he did 
so, his eyes boldly roved over the beauti- 
ful faces of Ippolita and Rosalia. Valom- 
brosa's cheek changed from burning red 
£ 4 
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to livid Yfhite, and then to fiery ^red 
again,, as he<)bserved this. Pride and 
indignation evidently struggled with some 
other powerful passion within him; but* 
they had the mastery : and the thunder- 
bolt of his eye sternly levelled at the 
intruder, checked his insolent intention. ^ 
The man turned again, mutt^ed a word 
or two, and walked towards the house. 

In a few moments afterwards, Val<Hn^ 
br<>sa excused himself to his guests, ^and^ 
hastily retreading from his sister's request 
that he wcHild soon retuni, followed the 
stranger. 

A 4^ath-like chill, and consequent 
trembling, seiz€|d Ippolita ; with diflS- 
culty did she manage to bear her part in 
tho conversation. She foresaw some new 
trial for Vsdombrosa, from the appearance 
of this mysterious visitor j and her ima- 
gination again lost itself fti conjectures of 
what his influence could be over the fate 
of him he tormented. 

This racking^ suspense did not endure 
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as long as; she h&d feared it woidd ; W- 
lombfosa rejoined, tliem after a moderate 
alienee* ■ 

The colour . on his cheek was exceed-, 
ingly raised^ and thi^re was a feverish fire 
m Im eyes and manner, which certainly 
struck othe» zsr well as herself. In one 
of the party, a niephew of the Gonfa-s 
loniere's^ it fte^ned to e;scite a peculiar 
degree of curiosity ; for he looked oQ;en 
on the uiigiiarded countenance of Va- 
lombrbsa, with iEin expres^on of suspicious 
scrutiny. 

Valombrosa meanwhile resumed his ^ 
office of Cicerone^ with more than his 
usual animation : he was not gay, but he 
was iK> longer attracted and lisftless* 
,I£e talked much ; and his present at- 
tentions seemed intended to recompense 
the company for his former languor. 

The visit0i^ dined, and sup^d at U 
bel Deser^ ; and though Valombrosa's 
spirits sunk considerably lower tow^ds 
^vmngr Ip|K)Uta could pot doubt that 

E.5 
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ptrt at leBsf df'tke toad whieh:we%U6d 
upon ham was takai. d£ She remem^ 
bered " that damning secret*' wfatidiiie 
hadreqnirad the stranger to sw^mc ^ould 
never f»e breathed, even to hiis^camfes^or; 
md those <^ kiUii^ documents^^ opod 
the possession of mhkix so orach of his 
fttiufe peace appeBtred to rest ^ and ^he 
^suJUj hoped that both d^tianck were now 
^hted. 

The nature <^4hQS(e feaifol things, she 
durst not allow herself to ima^ne. l^aere 
was but one conjecture to be^ :formed 
from all she had overheard i and that was 
pr^edsdiy the conjecture, which coupled 
with the idea of Valombrosa, it was isa* 
possible &»" her mind to acfaEiit. Yet there 
are thoughts wbidi will cross us, like 
tsupernatural shapes, independent of our 
will: thus Ippdita's mind wmdd often 
be filkd by a isort of pliantmn scene, 
whicb vanished the im^nt i*6ason en- 
deaV^bttred to scrutinize>^it. 

This scene was compounded of Valom* 
^9 
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bfCMUi's JQSt indignatimi at Guidobaldo 
Alviauo's persecution ; of the former's 
ififlammable temper ; aod the yet fiercer 
one of his exasperated rival : 9trife» and . 
blood, and deaths were there. But what 
share this fearful stranger bad in such a 
sc^ne, or when and where Valombtosa 
and Guidobaldo could have met^ eveif 
fitncy knew not how to answer. 

Shortly afler this appearance of -his 
mysterious visitor, Valombrosa took a 
journey, wi^out assigning the ofa§ed: of 
it; SiXid having apprked Rosfalia of his 
intentian, fajB went at last, privately, as ii 
desorous to avoid the pmi of saying 
adieu ; w rather^ as if afrdid of d»^lay- 
ing any t>f those feelings which the feu- 
^ess o£ this journey mi^bt extort from 
his naluri^ly frank character. 

Unconscious that he had set <^ Ip< . 
pidita was going to join Rosalia and h&: 
little pupils, at their morning devotion$p 
when in the path leading to the Rotunda, 
she encountered Marco. After her usually 
fi 6 - 



84 THE FAST OF ST. MAGDALEN* 

]iind salutation of the old man, she asked 
\rhen his Lord was to go?*— "He is 
gone, Lady !'* replied Marco with an air 
pf dejection. 

** Gone !'* repeated Ippolita j and re- 
membering how fondly he used to clnde 
his siM^er if she cheated him of a farewell 
embrace, when he went but for a day 
from home, she could not help excUiming 
aldvid, " How changed he is !'* 

"Changed indeed, Ladyl'*, rejoined 
Marco, tears gathering in his ^yes. " I 
fe«ar he has fallen amongst bad people, who 
will lead him quite away from his noble 
self. That stranger, whose name I never 
can learn, (for he never announces him* 
self,) that ill-lopking fellow, who has never 
come hither, without leaving my Lord 
half beside himself^ is, they say, a des- 
perate gamester, — and I suppose < — ^ 
. " I must not hear more, good Marco !** 
interrupted Ippolita with breathless hurry} 
" it is dreadful to steal any one's secrets, 
much more those of the Marquis !'* 

" Alas, this is no secret, at least cannot 
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long be si^^' cried Marco, detaining Ip- 
pdita by her robe j " and I tj<lk of it to 
you, Lady, because I think nobody has 
such power over my Lord as you have; 
and that if you would but place before 
his eyes the sorrowful end of such doings, 
he would be shocked, and brought to 
himsdf* The Signbra Rosalia, you know, 
never ought to be troubled, poor thipg; 
so who is there to advice my Lord", that 
he would mind, now th^ Prince Rossano 
is away !*' 

Ippcdita unconscicmsly seated hersdf 
on a fallen tree, strudc with Marco's sug-< 
gestion. If this were a new passion of 
Valombrosa's, a timely warning might 
indeed rescue him from future ruin ; and 
though she, of all persons^. would have 
shrunk most from such an office, yet if 
no other could undertake it with hope of 
success, she was ready to dare its bitter* 
ness. * 

Het silence^ and the.ezpression of her 
upraised anxious eye, encouraged Marco 
to proceed. «< It was only yesterday,** he 
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cootinuedL M that I heard &«i one <^ 
Florence; that he ij^as . m the faink there, 
when an ill-&v<Mired advaitujreir-iike fel^ 
low (who, &om his eccact description,^ I 
know to be the inan^we i^eak of,.) came 
with a written order from my Xord for 
1000 gold ducats ; and iny infc^mer sakl 
he jeoiembered seeing that very fidlow 
etFery.night, goiilg mto a lionse near Jm 
QW^ vrl^ete mme but gamblers resort. A 
good while ago, vh were all.amkzed at 
my Lord*s ordering the workmen to be 
pMd off £ri: the fupieduct he was con- 
structing beyond *****—* such a.noUe 
work ! and it would ha;ve done so much 
good to such numbers of peof^e ! but of 
course he can't alQford any thing like the 
great sum it would cost, before it can be 
finishedf <— itf it be true, what one who 
knows has just tdid me, that my Lord^s 
jottmeyinto Jlomagna is to see abOiH: the 
comfortable settlement of all the old ser- 
vants at Bahnana} having parted with 
tfaeplace/^ 
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•« But Jf your Lati^ has wld it !*' 
said Zppolita fidstly, l%er heart dying 
within h^. , . 

^^ Ay^ if he had ^aW it,. JUdy rV«H 
peated Marco, with an inward 8%h; 
« but the notary iaid it was so odd, my 
Lwd got away the writmgs of Palmaria, 
and never caUed npon him for others, 
abcmt purchase money. He thought 
my master had given the estate away, 
and cried him up to the skies for his 
princely magnificence of spirit ! Lack-: 
a^day! peopk think my Lord's fortoino 
bottomless ! I wish it may prove so : but 
cards and dice can make away with a 
kingdom." 

Alarmed into sometiiing like credenca 
of Marco's affectionate apprehemion tteit 
Valombrosa was the dupe and' liie prey 
of gamesters, Ippdita questtoaed the 
old msLU further, and learnt that h^ 
h&d np wider grounds for beUeving his 
Lord inftcted widi that permdous pas* 
sioQ than those he had already $Ad\XQed : 
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namely, lus Lord's unaccountdUe disposal- 
of money and land i the character of his 
unknown visitor : and the sudden coun- 
termand of a great public work,, which 
he had planned with benevolent care, 
and was executing splendidly. 

Ippolita expressed her hope that Mar* 
co's information was exaggerated by his 
informers ; but thanking him for his con- 
fidence in her, while recommending him 
to. deny the same to any other person, 
she promised to act upon what he had 
communicated, provided she could find: 
a proper c^ortunity, and saw that it 
was necessary. 

She then parted from the oificiodSr 
well^mieaning old man^ reflecting his de- 
jected look in her tearful eyes, and hur- 
rying from him qhoaked with feelings to 
which she durst not give \tay before a 
witness. 

As she pursued her mielancholy path 
to the Rotunda, she could think only of 
what had just.passed } and how piercing 

6 
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was the pain it inflicted! It had been 
easy for her to dismiss the imagination 
of some horrible crime committed by the 
man she honoured as much as she loved? 
but it was neither so easy nor so rational^ 
to repeL at once the possibility of his 
yielding to an incliniation which begins 
but in idleness ^tid fashion, and too fre- 
quently ends in disgrace smd ruin. 
* There were facts adduced by Marco 
to which no other interpretation could 
be given than what he had suggested ; 
and the supposed nature of these, was 
corroborated by the spedes of mental 
distress under which Valombrosa labour- 
ed. That distress was frantic and gloomy 
by turn^: it made him irascible, and 
apprehensive of intended affront where 
noneiseemed even implied; itgavehim the 
perturbed air of one who is incessanfiy 
trying to ward off the disclosure of some- 
thing he wishes hid frcmi those about 
him. In short, even the partial heart* <^ 
gratitqde and affection could not but ac»» 
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' knawledge, that it seemed as if ihere were 
some one transaction of his life, €£ which 
he would gladly buy the concealment, at 
a high price. 

Jppdita sought to compare Marco'^ 
information with the detached s^itences 
she had overheard in the banquetimg- 
bouse \ and though there were parts of 
both which might be made to fit, there 
ware others over which the same myste- 
rious cloud still continued to hang. 
: At atiy rate, Valombrosa^^ secret asso* 
date was a m^oi of bad character. Per>» 
j^aps that character might not be known 
to \m unsuapecting victim, whose bene- 
yolem^e might be imposed c^ by some 
specious tale ; and so drained of the large 
sum mentioned by Marco. 

Alais! Ippolita chirst not {mrsue so 
flattering an imagination I She had 
heard herself, what proved that Valom-» 
brosa knew his assodate to be a wretch, 
and yet submitted to him. Since the 
scene of the banqueting-bouBe, ippolita 
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bad more ihixn once paused upon tiie 
propriety of avowing to Valombrosa' her 
reluctant share in it : but e^^ery day 
some circumstance had arisen at the 
instant to prevent her confession j; now 
she repeated the xes<^tion' of doing this, 
believing the avowal would at once re« 
lieve her mind from a humiUaling sen;ie 
of cotK^ealment^ and affi)rd faer protectod 
an opportunity of knowing how nuicb 
his reputation was stirring. 

Valombrosa's abseniee was brief; and 
by an agreeable coincidence, Sossandr 
presented himsdf at // id Deserto^ the 
veiy day of its lord's return^ 

Prince Angdo^s moumiqg dress ren* 
dered inquiries unnecessary. No one 
trusted themtielves with a possible ]?sfe- 
rence to the business which had detained 
him in Calabria \ but each, by that tacife 
compact of respectful pity which only the 
best hearts feel and can so express, tried 
to interest him in other subjects, without 
vidently wrasting his du>ughts from 
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those solemn recollections which naturally 
engaged them. 

Ross^io appreciated this kindness 
without lioticing it } his feelings were 
too disordered yet to be allowed indul- 
gence: he could command them^ only 
when they were chained. When * the 
party separated for the night, as he took 
his lamp from a stand in the anti-room, 
to which Vdombrosa attended him, he 
said, in a hurried voice, <^ You guess the 
event of my journey. — I have had all 
the satisfaction I dnrst hope for, in it,— 
all the sufiering I dreaded. What was 
my bitterest feeling, think you?— Tlie 
strang€i change in my own heart. — To 
look almost with aversion on the counte> 
nance I had once loved, -^-- to shrink 
away from the touch of the hand .which 
once — to feel all within me, more thaa 
cold to her who had been the wife of my 
bosom ! — Yet I fcM-gave her : — and she 
died—'' 

" .Reconciled to Heaven, I hope,** 
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added Valotnbrosa, seeing Rossano unable 
to finish the sentence. 

The Prince bent his pale face with an 
expression of inward conflict, which was 
heart-piercing. He was silent awhile; 
then earnestly grasping Valombrosa's 
hand, and as quickly dropping it, he 
said, witJi a wretched smile, << Htence* 
forth no more of this— > She is at peace, 
I trust, — and I — good night '/^ 

Valbmbrosa returned his gasping 
**.Good night,'* with one less disordered, 
but from as sad a soul; and rejoining 
his sister; repeated what had just passed. 

While he spoke of Rossano, Rosalia 
absorbed by compassion for the other; 
and incapable of seeing the dejectejf^e 
of her brother^ ; happily attributed the 
languor of his voice to sympathy with 
his friend : but though Ippblita had been 
blind, sound would have become sight to 
her when Valombrbsa was concerned, 
and would have told her, that the speaker 
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wad combating fedHoga^ as agoaudog 
perhaps as those he was eompassionatiog. 

YalomlMrosa was in<ked paler and 
tfamner^ and mwe spiritless^ than when 
lie went firom // bel Deserto; 9XiA thm^h 
his eyes> whenever they enooontered 
Ippoiita% gleamed with tender {deasure^ 
they inuch softener fixed tbemselres cm 
the ground in melancholy abstraction* 

She thought of all Marco had tdd hen 
and the sniq)icion he had infosed ; and 
seeing re^d sorrow in the countenaiioe 
of Valdmbrosa^ even while s^e yielded 
mcHDentary belief to the idea of his 
errors she felt that soch sorrow at once 
pmrifies from past transgression^ ami 
pieces future stability. 

The promise Valombrosa had daim^ 
firom her on the night of his first lenown 
interview with the stranger, made it 
iflUpossible fen: Ippolita to indulge her 
wish of commitnficating aE she knew and 
fieared t(y Prince Angelo; bQ4t idie hopA 
that Angelo I^mself would notice the 
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extcaordinary change ia Im fmnd's 
manner, (he had aiready openly com- 
mented on that in his appearance^) and 
that by suefa notice, he mi^t draw from 
Valombrosa the secret of its cause* Aftef 
that, she ventured to hope every thing 
&om the Prince's influence and a&ction^ 

Conversation, during tiais first evemikg, 
had been^ general, and perhs^ therefore 
little satisj&ctory to all parties: but on 
the morrow, Ip|>olita impatiently ex- 
pected to receive from Prince Angelo 
the details *of those interviews with her 
uncle the Cardinal, which the Prince haid 
merely touched on, before Valombrosa 
and Im sister. 

- In confixrmity with thart; expectation, 
the ensuing mornii^ Kossano saw her 
alone, and gave her the paorticulars of 
his communication with her kinsman.* 

He bad to report, that the Cardinal 
rather disapproved the rule she had laid 
dofwn for herself, on entering the Fklazzo 
Valombrosa, that of rdraining from 
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every endeavour at influencing : the Jlo- 
rentines in favour of her family. Pro- 
vidence, he said, seemed purposely to 
have opened that avenue to many hearts; 
and had provided her with powerful 
instruments in her youth, beauty, and 
experience : in ^ort, the ambitious, yet 
ot)ierwise estimable Cardinal, under- 
rated his brother Giuliano's finer honour 
and wider sense of justice; thinking 
more of success and less of means. 

" And what countenance did you give 
to such advice, my Prince?*' asked 
Ippolita, I with' modest, firmness. 

" None.'* returned Rossano. **: I 
granted that you had Valombrosa's in- 
tegrity in your hands ; for what man's is 
not, when he loves pa^ionately ?" 

« O, do not say so T' interrupted 
Ippblitik with generous horror. 

"I repeat it," said the Princfe em- 
phatically. " I have looked long and 
steadily on other hearts as well as my 
own; and I maintain,>that it is in the 
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pow^r of any wonwn, who is completely 
beloved to lead her lover to what point 
,she {leases — the abyss rf ruin, or the 
pinttacle of fame ! — If that point is an 
unworthy one, I grant you that uU 
and determination^ and hearties self- 
ishness* must combine in the woman's 
character. And thus it is, that we daily 
see men hurried by blind passioo for 
sudi an object, into crime or worldly 
destruction; while that foi a virtuom 
one, yields obedience to doiying cur^ 
tumstances. Andwhyisthis?~-Becaii9tt 
the woman worthy of a sacrifice, disdains 
to exact it; abhors owing evai the hap- 
piness she pines for, to her own trick and 
her lover's weakness; and li^e a noble 
victor, when his enemy is down, refuses 
tf) pursue the advantage, by taking his 
life. I do sincerely believe, that a woman 
truly attached, would not obtain the 
person beloved, but with the full consent 
of his whole soul ; and if a man yields 
idely to str6i^ passions skilfully j^yed 

VOL.11. F 
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upon, in opposition to reason/ — or even 
I will say to spme prejudice or false notion 
of doty, — he cannot be said to give him- 
self, with : the consent of his whole 
soul/' ) 

- « I beseech yon, let me keep 9 little 
im^e of the romantic, in m^ idea of your 
sex!*' said Ippolita, pensively smiling^ 
<< I must still believe, that there are a few^ 
(she thought but of one,)t whose integrity 
is a rock which no storms can overturn, 
no effort undermine ! — So now that I 
fadve returned your compliment, we will 
return to our first subject/* 

' Rossano then resumed, by detailing 
his own arguments against the worldly 
policy of Cardinal di Medici, and the 
good-humoured courtesy with which the 
Oth^r defended his opinion ; while leaving 
it entirely to Ippolita's own principles to 
decide her conduct. 

Rossano then spoke of Giuliano. He 
confessed that as he passed through 
Bdl(>giia on his return from Calabria, he 
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had abstained Irom aH attempts at seeing 
him; judging it nnwise to irritate or 
alarm his oppressor, with a new suspidon^ 
.when he was on the point of granting 
the prisoner's enlargement. 

Rossano's relation in the sacred college 
had given him the strongest reasons for 
believing this haj^y event would speedily 
occurs and he promised immediately to 
dispatch a^messenger with the news, and 
whatever packet Oiulianb, chose to have 
forwarded to his niecel 

" Then I may hope soon to he witfe 
that dear uncle again!'' said Ippolita^ 
and she wished to think herself over- 
joyed at the idea ; but such a mortal 
weight was at her heart,* that a sigh 
burst forth with. the words. 

" And will yoii leaye this place as freely 
as you would have done three months 
ago?" asked Rossano, apprehensively, hi$ 
^e marking for the first timet its sense 
dT the alteration in her looks. ' ^ ' 
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"I will not dec«ve either yoo 6r my- 
wlf/* replied Ippolita with noble frank- 
ness, even while her whole aspect aim-* 
fioned^ ** If I have erred in staying here^ 
my fault will, be my punishment; for it 
has jbecome dearer to me than ever : and 
^nOw I shall leave Rosalia wit^ doilbte 
sorrow, because I fear some severe-^ 
some unexpected trial awaits her/' 

** What mean you ?* ■ asked Rossano, 
chan^g colour as he spoke. 

«* She told you last night of the violent 
fever which seized h^ brother soon after 
you left us,'* replied Ippolita faintly j 
*< and perhaps you attributed tie change 
you must have observed in the Marquis, 
to that cause ; but he is so entirely chang- 
ed — so desolate — so very — • unlike him- 
self, in every way ! — - his temper — his 
spiritsr-his habits-—'^ Poor Ippolitacould 
proceed no further; the ^^elings Whidi 
had been gradually working up in her, 
since Valond^tosa's jretum, and that of 
the Prince, on whose communications her 
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cteparture wiw to "dq^eiid;*had-)by**t!ris 
time reached their Qxtremest hei^^t, and 
i^be all at onqe lo&t the power of'restrain.- 
ihg them: she fauistinto tears, and ceased 
peaking. : 

While JE^rince Aag^ psesecVed a re* 
spectliil iBilenGe till her eMotidiisishdiild 
eishaBStr themselvesi Ij^olkia was in^ 
wardly dej^imidg the Mai force id an 
^ctami -^ (inwo&ianfs 4»es|i|tv s^^ he 
it a imssioiri) *^.whidi: she had ibrmerly 
disregarded ; and which seemed ta be 
now revenging it& sli^^ited power^ tiy 
humhlting her dievated mind to childi^ 
feebkneds* 

- " AlasT' she cried to herself, *• where i& 
tiovf thatpatient acquiescence in my dei* 
tiny, for which I was so grat^l to Hea^ 
ven!— ^did I in reality love nr^ fkt^et 
and Fabio, little, that I resigned tibem so 
easily ? ^nd are all my dear uncle's post 
icindnesses and {present wfierings, nothing 
in comparison with a few s^orrowful looks 
of Valomlu'osii's? O mystery cf lovel 
F 3 
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^Inth dnis miikeB oim earthly object that 
aim of all ^ur wishes, the source of all 
our joys and pains, the deity of our fate, 
wiiat art thou ? Sinful or sanctifying? A 
thing accursed, or blest?** Andlppolita, 
as she asked herself that qoeistion, recol- 
lecting what Rossano had said of the (hmsk 
sion's power over mm's integrity, shudw 
dered to feel it had already loosened 
those strong ties of ikity and inclination,* 
which bound her to the side of her uncle. 
: Virtuouslyabhorreniof such a diafi^ 
she suddenly dried her tears, and turning 
" her blushing eyes" upon Rossano, said 
with more calmness, " Do not be misled 
by yoiur foregone observation oh the Mar- 
^s Valombrosa ; you will go wrong, if 
you believe that the extraordinary change 
I perceive in his spirits, has any thing to 
do with me. My knowledge of his con- 
cerns cannot you must suppose, proceed 
further than his own domestic circle : so 
all I may tell you is this y that I am sure 
he is unhs^y; that his gentle sister is 
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ignorant of its cause } and that I believe 
you are the only person likely to win his 
confidence, and assist him by advice/' 

Upon this assurance, so uttered/ and so 
pressed, Prince Angelo enquired, with all 
the zeal of friendship, into the circum- 
stances which had led Ippolita to these 
conclusions: but she evaded his questions, 
without exciting any suspicion in him, 
that she really knew more than she chose 
to say; and left. him, comforted by his 
|iromise of commencing his own observ- 
ations, and acting accordingly. 



F 4 
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CHAPTER XVL 

It was now the very end of September t 
biit the autumn was so peculiarly beau- 
tiful, that even among the higher Appe- 
nines, the air had as yet byt that fresh 
cooIness'^ which revives the irtrength after 
the heats of lower re^ons. Rosalia, there- 
fore, agreed with her brother to remain 
where they were, till the actual approach 
of winter; Prince Angelo consented to 
continue their guest ; and Count Zucharo, 
who was going to conduct his sister to 
another brother^s at Rome, cheerfully 
allowed his wife to join the party at libel 
Deserio. 

Thus with social and harmonizing cha- 
racters, with leisure and various resources, 
in a scene of beauty and of peace, that 
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little party seemed de^inedtofind nothing, 
save enjoyment. Rit if the waters of a 
feuntadn are poisoned, ia vain does the 
day-star shine> and the ^ii* tweathe on 
them J they omay look bright and sweet 
to the eye, -^to the taste they are bitter- 
ness and deajth t 

». Valdmbrosa could have bteen alipos^ 
happy, but for one maddening remenO- 
braace; and even that, often gave way 
before the charm of dbeerful affection* 
Countess Zucharo had those playful spirite 
which diversify the most femiliar cfbjects i 
ceaseless good-humour, a talent at witty 
allusion, a kind heart not too sensitive^ 
and the most cordial interest in whatever 
interested those she lived with, made h» 
an agreeable companion, and an attachiiig 
friaid. 

Prince Angelo's countenance now and 

then gave proof that his late soffering 

came overhimlike the recoUectionaf some 

horrid dream j but it wa? as quickly ba. 

F 5 
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iiished; and his mind restored itself to 
society, with all its wiU, and all its powers. 

It seemed as if he thought what had 
passed in Calabria, guaranteed his heart 
from future peril ; for he yielded himself 
now without reserve, to the kindest soli- 
citude about Rosalia. He watched her, 
he waited on her, he entered with equal 
pleasure into her least amusements, as 
into her better studies; he became a 
second Valombrosa to her : while she, as 
dreadless of danger, and satisfied with 
friendship; happy and grateful in the 
present ; thought not, dreamt not, wish- 
ed not for more. 

Valombrosa was often roused by the 
delighted tone of his sister^s'spirits, and 
}lie sight of her kindling health, into his 
natural animation : but it was the secret 
power of Ippolita, which like the invi- 
sible air awaking the ^olian harp, 
drew all its. music from his soul. like 
the sounds of that magic harp, Hwas 
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mid and mournful i but still it was 
sweet. ^ Ippolita felt that Valombrosa's 
spirit was returned to her with more than 
its former tenderness, and less than its 
former hope. His eyes habitually fixe4 
Uiemselves on her only; and h^ would 
often leave his sister to^ the guiding arm 
of Rossano in their walks, that he might 
wander, though in silence, by her side. 
It was evident that jbe believed the 
moment apprdached in which he must' 
resign her; and that convinced of its 
necessity, he was willing to save from the 
future wreck of happiness, as many fond 
remembrances as possible. 

Ippolita could no longer resist the af- 
fectifig influence of this submissive dejec- 
. tion ; and if she .often shunned his support- 
ing arm, and turned resolutely from his 
spbduing discourse, she did it with a pale 
a|id tearful look, which poured balm into 
the very wound it widened. Neve»yet 
had she found the opporUinity, or rather 
the courage, she sought, to discuss one 
F 6 
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important subject: but the wish to do 
so, became more powerfiil every day. 

Prince Rossafiio acknowledge having 
tried repeatedly to obtain from Valom- 
brosa the secret q£ bis mental mabdy ; 
the latter had confessed a cause, yet 
glootsily assured his friend it yiras a cause 
he never would explain : and Marco had 
4nore than once called Ippolita's atteri- 
lion to his avoidance of his former ^profuse 
expenditure* 

. The consciousnesi^ of being a ckndes- 
tfaie though unwilling listener to a con* 
inersation which the parties concerned, 
believed unknown to all but themselves, 
sat on Ippolita's conscience with th^ 
wdght of a crttnt ; and thiii painfbl sen- 
sation, rather than any expectation of 
obtaining from Valombrosa a confesidpn 
of his indiscretion or his grief, made h^ 
anxioos for explanation* She was per- 
ii2q>8, unconsciously desirous of proving 
to h^idf that he really knew not the ill- 
fame of his mysterious visitor ; and ^e 
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lived' in the daily hope, or oAker ibac, 
the miogted dread and desire, of beiag 
called away to othear 8ceTC$» . 

The month of. October lii^uhalf ad« 
vaaced^ when one evehmg the C^inteai 
Ziidiaro proposed w'alkicg tofa xfaasnry of 
remarkliblyfiileali^aiMer, which had: been 
lately opened by Valombrasa^ The.i^ 
baster wopld be a blank to Rosalia; Init 
ihe air, and the execcise^.and the,eQai|i» 
niomf had charms enough &rfaer> who 
was c<mte6t to find her world of joy 
^nd beauty in the hearts and voices of 
the few; ^b^ Joved : with baoyant ga^etrp^ 
therefore, she took the ready arm of 
Prince An^lo, leaving her brother to 
Ippoliia and Countess Zvchara 

It wiis one. of those * ct^hleipemngQ^^ 
which Madanie de Sevign6 knew so weU 
1^19^ to feel and to d^ribe. Tbatirans- 
parettcy q£ the airr that sliUness^ of the 
skyt that cleamew of every sound, that 
pvre freshness, whidi often makes us fisel 
^if such dayt must be €td!ftal, and th(p 
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calm enjojrment they diffiise, eternal too, 
— ^ these were all united to render thid 
evening sweet said memorable. . 

The walk of the fiiadds lay through 
descending wood paths to the quarry, 
which qpened in the rocky side of a 
mountain-chasm, shaded by tall trees, 
now rieh in autumnal tints. A spring of 
pelliicid water bubbled up from the green 
mosses, which hid its source ; and wind- 
ing for awhile in glittering lines through ' 
the maze of giant roots and tall weeds 
around, st last flung its fractured str^uoa, 
in crystal drops over the mouth of the 
quarry. 

The sparkling of these bright drops, 
and of the alabaster, within, as the setting 
sun ^anced on them, formed a striking 
omtrast with the deep verdure of the 
shrubs, which fringed, and the mas^ 
palms which overhung, the grotto-like en- 
.trance; and the figure of a peasant boy, 
Ijring BioQg a broken bank in the fore- 
ground, w^ Im eyes fixed on the drip^ 
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ping water^ as if conntiog the dropsy 
heightened the picture. 

Every one admired the situation of the 
quarry } some entered it. Rosalia^ with 
a gentle sigh, noticed the delicious scent 
of the wild flowers which grew profusely 
in ^ dewy hollows of the di&i and 
Rossano ^thered them for her. She 
forgot then, that she had any thing to 
regret. 

The boy, wliom their entrance had 
disturbed, having first made an embar- 
rassed obeisance,, instantaneously :vani6h«* 
ed; but he quiddy re-appeared, with a 
handful of -remarkably beautiful flowers 
pluc&ed from one of the steepest clilSs. 

He presented them to Rosalia: her 
brother directed her hand to the pastoral 
bouquet, . kindly accosting the little 
mountaineer, as one known to him* 
** *Tis the son of my best workman,** 
he said, as RossaQo^ struck by the extnu 
ordinary intelligence of the boy's lode, 
enquired his name ; then turning to Ro^ 

10 
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salia, and eyeing the kmety solitede 
around^ with pecidi» pleasmte, he add- 
ed, *\ Are you afraid oif sitting here 
awhile? ^Tis a scene and. an hoatio^ 
music. If my RosaUa would sing, we 
should fancy we heard the invisiUe q>irit 
of the place. She knows her brother 
loves such fancies.'' 

<< But I think Prince Angdo is no 
friend to imagination?" observed Ro« 
salia timidly. 

<♦ It has not beai a friend to me !*' re* 
plied the Prince sighing. " Yet I can fiw- 
give and forget; so you shall reconcile 
us. Sing then, as nymph, — or angel !'^ 
He uttered the last word wiUi a fullness 
of expression which evidently startled 
and displeased himsdi^ for he looked 
away wit^ a heightened colour, and add* 
ed, ** I hope that was said with the pro* 
per tone of* rdmantic gallantry ! I would 
not discredit t^e^eene, you must allow.'' 

At this momehtr the young peasant^ 
who hadremain^ -g^og ou the.group^ 



nepeated his obqisance as if he yiCiiM 
withdraw ; but ValQmbn)sa kindly hAA 
his hand, upon him, aod bade him stay» 
" Your noaegay deserves a reward, Gelip | 
yQU shall hear your la4yw»g.'' Thebit^y'il 
dafk eyep and eoiBj^xion flashed; he 
answered oi^y by taking his eager at;Mi<m 
where the hand of VaI<»Qbrosa directed. 
. Rosalia's Ypice fluttered a litth as shfi 
began, from «ome secret cause : that 
celestial voice, heard thus wij|lK>utiQ|;§r*- 
mixture of other sound, suoiid this majes- 
tic stillness of woods and^ ^Iderueiisei^ 
was indeed like the music of vi0wlesf 
spirits : it ssmg the charms of mature md 
the goodness of Nature's God; and every 
earthly passion stood suspended before 
tl}at sacrpd call to peace aud. heaven. . ^ 
Ippolita saw a tear of fond delight 
glisten through the dark eyelashes, of 
Valombrosa ; her own were humid : 
Countess Zucharo felt a livelier. ^>§gi9 
of pleasure; and she, evipeed it by 
catching the &ir singer in her anpsi 
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lU)6sano, the most powerfully moved^ 
and that from a variety of associations^ 
covered his eyes, an4 was silent. Little 
Celio, at first, showed his sensibility by a 
fixed gaze of wonder and emotion ; then 
suddenly recollecting himself, he pulled 
oflPfais rustic hat in grateful conflision. - 
- *< You like music, then, Celio ?** asked 
Valombrpsa. *« Oh, yes, my Lord !** — 
** And you like this plac6? — what were 
you dwng here?** 

^'Looking at the trees, and the waters, 
and the light glancing so through the dark 
ieaves, please your Excellency/* The' 
lad answered bashfully, but not fearfully* 
« And you don't think that idling?*' 
enquired Valombrosa, kindly smiling. — ^ 
<< Tve been working all day among the 
vines, my Lord, and father lets me play 
of evenings." ^ 

• « Ancithisisyour play?-7Rossano!*' 
Valombrosa continued in a lower vcnce, 
** we hav6 either an infknt poet or pdnter 
beside us.** And as he said this, he lud 
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faiB hand on the black head of the boy, 
\dth a look of generotts purpose, which' 
made him seem again, the free, the blest, 
and blessing Valombrosa. " If I lire P' 
be said, as though completing a sentence 
begun in his own mind; and at those 
words his countenance saddened, and be 
removed his hand. . ^ 

' Ippolita's softened eyes met bis, as tbey 
gbmced moistened away: he seemed to 
fancy she had heard bistfaougbta; fbr 
^< a vanishing crimson*^ crossed his cheek, 
and he looked down : but recoveringthe 
momentary emotion, be held out to her 
the boy's hat which he bad taken from 
bim, and pointing to the garland of wild 
flowers with which it was prettily dressed^ 
whispered, " Even the. arrangement 6f 
these weeds show taste and sentiment. 
This boy is born for something. Shall 
we go with him to. bis fiither*s ?'* 
, Valombrosa, on: Ippolita's animated 
acquiescence, then proposed aloud ex* 
tending their walk to Celiacs home, where 
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the ladies might get the refreshment of 
some fruit* Every cme gladly consent* 
ing, they proceeded with their little oom<- 
pamon. ' 

As they went along. Countess Zucharo^ 
by her lively railleries of a hoy who.pre^ 
ferred Icmely musings to social sports, 
and Valombrosa and Rossano by their 
more iavestigating questions, drew fqitii 
tiiie:.instmct of emfaryb genius in their 
yotmg: guMe; but Jx> what that genius 
particulariy pointed,. xthey CQuld iiot de^ 
terminer' Theisatiiehafoilb of reverie, and 
the sa;me seoiiihility to nature, distin* 
g^ishea the painter and the poet; and 
the boy's short, eonfused, yet enthusiastic 
replies, allowed oaily glimpses of his mind 
to be discovered. . 

Itiey proceeded down a.desG€9[it skirted 
by Abeals, a tree which sheds its honours 
early ; their parfi, therefore, was steewn 
with leaves* << Ah ! I am so sorry !*' 
cried CeUo, uid he checked the involun- 
tary apostrophe. 
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^ Sdrry ! for what» my child ?** asked 
die ever^eodei^ Rosalia. "That the leaves 
^reMingr was his hesitating answer. 
^ Then you would rather look Oat tiie 
treeS) than tread over their fallen leaver?** 
dsked Valombrosa. 

; ^^ O yes ! ttiey are such beaudfiil 
cdours.'^ Valombrosa released the boj^s 
hand, and drawing towards Rossano^ 
said, smiling, «* That answer discovert 
him, r^ his genius is for the pencil. The 
paunter loves to study the forms and 
colours of visible things j the poet wants 
but some awakening object to w^fl his 
60ul to worlds invisible -^ some key-note 
to waken all his mighty music — and he 
finds It in the leaf-strewn pathf * 

As he spc^e, they came out into the 
deep bason where stood the abode of 
Celio's parents : it was a secluded sylvan 
iscene, of glade, and thicket, and water* 
•fills. The little builiding itself, seemed 
sinking under the luxuriant weight of the 
vines which covered its very rorf, and 
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empurpled its whole surface with their 
ripened fruit In front, a pleasing; 
bright-eyed woman stood under a laige 
walnut-tree, spreading a table with ch^ 
nuts. and sallad for supper. One child 
that c6uld just reach the. table with its 
litde hands was officiously helping her ; 
while a lesser one, hanging at her gown^ 
was playfully hiding its rosy face among 
the folds. . * , , 

^ A sun-burnt man stood on a flight of 
wooden stairs, which led up the outside 
of the dwelling, to its upper chambers^ 
and while he gathered grapes with one 
hand, he held in the other an infant of 
a fev nionths old, which he was every in- 
stant pressing to his breast or to his lips. 

His wife's cheerful voice, calling him 
to supper, made him descend the rude 
staircase; and as he hastened towards 
her with some aflSbctionate reply, the $tdr- 
vancing party caught bis attention. The 
open hilarity of his looks gave immediate 
way. to respectful pleasure: h» came 
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bowing forward^ but still retaining his 
diild; the young mother followed him; 
courtesying and smiling, and whbpering 
her eager children to ke^ behind. . 
* : '^Leonardo, we are come to beg a few 
mon^ents' rest, and a little of that fine 
fruitf'' said Valombrosa, pointing to die 
vine. 

Leonardo's wife hastily wiped off the 
possible dust > from a bench near her 
supper-table, and called Celio to gather 
a basket of the ripest grapes. The party 
seated themselves ; alid soon tasted th6 
4[telidous sweetness of fi^uit gathered after 
the warmth of the day is gone. 

Ippdfita's eye took the same direction 
andthe same expression.as Valomb'rosa'si 
dierwas?pleased with the view of humble 
happiness ^ this scene presented. / The 
simple but pretty dwellinig, its little gaiw 
den full of fiowers and vegetables, the 
ilpBxkimg look and active step of the mo^ 
ther, the;:gratukt£ng glance now aaA 
then exdumged between her and her 
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busbandy Bxid the itUK^cent familiiirity of 
Ijieir children^ formed a picture of:nistie 
ysfdsAh and rustic, enjojrment refreshilig to 
her soid«L It awoke the qiirit of fmrest 
l^easure iu. VakMnbrosiu^ He careiited 
ihe.ciiildreo, questioned the partite, and 
disoidsed the humble topics, of their 
MtiXe menage with that genuine beiievo^ 
toice which seeks more than its own 
amusement when, it draws forth the 
homely wants aikd w^hes of an hlferior. 
^ His enquiries into, the hsdiits of 
€elio, soon exiristed; from his parratts 
that which the shame-&ced b(^ had de- 
nied. They ciDnfessed that he attempts 
fid drawii^; and in spite o£ the poor 
fellow^s aversmiess^ produced sevend 
sketches on bits of wood with cdoured 
chalks, whidi striking evinced the tii# 
4ssit at least of imitation. 
' Voiomhresay who drew himself with a 
mastef^s penctS, oflfered to tty Ijie boy's 
genius iorther, and if he found it a vein 
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worth working, pnunided to place him 
in abler hands. 

The gratitude of the parents^ and the 
loyfyd surprise of tte child, were express^ 
ed with all thi^ ardour, that sparkle of 
eye, and that movement of every feature 
so characteristic of ItaUan co^mtenance : 
and as then Valombrosa sighed — it 
seemed as if strong emotion of any kind 
brought back the recbUection of what 
op^essed him. He hastily surranged the 
hour fbr Celb's attendance on him the 
next day, and restoring the infknt he 
had just taken, to its ^sither's arms, made 
some remark upon 1^ approadiing twi* 
light. , 

Rosalia rose at the remark ; with dif* 
ficulty extricaiting her white and orna- 
mented hands from the wondering clas^ 
of the two littl^ girls, whom her sweet 
iHvitaticms had wcm from their gratified 
mother : while Ippolita, whose heart bad 
gone to Celio, merdy because he was the 
objectofValombiosa's generous interest, 

vouii. G 
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lingered behind, to say a few words to htm 
of encouragement and exciting pi'aise. 

Countess Zucharo, who had beai co- 
quetting with a plajful kid among ^ome 
barberry bushes, ran forward at the call 
of Prince Angelo, and taking his arm, 
hurried him aini Rosalia away. She had 
a good-natured meaning in the action. 

Ippolita thus oUiged'to Walk singly 
witb Valombrosa, took . his offered arna 
with' a little flutter of spirit. For some 
• time they followed the livelier party be- 
fore theni in silence, and at a distance; 
at length Valombrosa said abruptly, << I 
am thinking how good the God of nature 
is ! and how little reality there is in what 
we call the distinctions of fortune !" 

«* How do you mean ?*^ asked Ippolita^ 
glad to engage him in general specula- 
tions. 

« Why surely lite only difference be- 
tween the great and the lowly, is that 
they act on a different theatre. Their 
parts are the saque; whether the scen^ 
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be a palace or a shed. The aim of man 
As happiness; is it not? and does not 
hi^piness boniest in the consdousness of 
duties well performed^ and of reciprocal 
affections virtuously exercised? ^ If it 
does, is there any station of life which 
falls not its duties and its affections ? That 
poor labourer we have left, has the fair cre- 
iitiontolookat; awif(i, children, friends, 
to love, as well as tliose have, who ace 
decorated with we^tibt and tities^ and 
what wants he tiien of individu^ happi** 
ness?" 

** Nothing but the feeKng of its secu- 
rity.*' Replied Ippolka. ► 

^ Ah, that is true !'^ cried tJie ingenuous 
Valombrosa. << The preeariousness of 
means, which depend upon our own con- 
tinued ability to labour, and upon other 
m6n's cs^^rices^ must embitter enjoyment. 
But other destinies, splendid destinies toOf 
have their hoUowness !'' he added/ and 
hh altered brow showed he was thiakjdg 
x>f his own. 
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<< They would not be earthly ones, if 
they had not'^ Returned IppoUta, a^re- 
hennvely proceeding } <^ but there is ope 
blessing, idiich it is entirdy'in our own 
power to render permanent, -^ the testi-- 
flciony of consc^ce. Who can be mi- 
serable, diat has not to rqiroacfa himsdf 
with wilful guilt?*' 

*« IJnio?**— and Vdcunbrosa turned 
upon her, widi a voice and look which 
seemed to my, lamihatman. He 8topt» 
however, and IppoUta's heart beat thick 
with many feelings : they overcame her 
guarded manner for a moment ; and her 
hand involuntarily grasped the arm which 
sufq^rted her, with a pressure strikii^ly 
expressive of all die felt* 

<<What means— ^ this kindly daq^?*^ 
asked Valomhrosa, stoppiug middeidy, 
amazed iai»l traniqiorted; then' as he 
gazed dn her abated and averted dieek, 
addedy with altered emotion, '< Did you 
bdteve yoor friend trawort^y, because 
you saw him sorrowful ?*' 
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IppoUta coold not answer: surprise, 
shame, griefy and joy, stifled ber at- 
tempts at speteh. Valombrosa'squesticm 
seemed a refutation of all that Marco 
bad feared and uttered^ and all that a 
more alarming speaker had implied; and 
she fdt in her present transport, the ex* 
tent of her past doubts* 

Valombrosa repeated bis question^ with 
something of honourable resentment in 
fats countenance^ yet so mixed was it 
with love, that Ippolita's lips ventured 
to tremble out a confession <^ h^ un- 
wiUing acquaintance with the scene in 
die banqueting-house. 

On the first mention of that scene, 
Valombrosa^s agitation was unoontrolla- 
Ue: alarmed, eager, rapid in his interro- 
gatories of what she had heard and what 
suspected, his soul seemed in tortures 
till she had detailed all, and convinced 
him that she knew notliing, and suspected 
nothing, beyond the suspicion infused by 
his servant. 

o 3 
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, Whea she ended^ he. ceased walking; 
he took both her. hands in his^ and bowing 
his face on them, held them there a long 
time ; then raising his head, he said with 
a rending sigh, "I thank you for 
this sincerity. O, Ippolita, if you would 
let me say how I thank you, — but even 
that indulgence must, not be mine." 
. Ippolita. looked on him with . eyes in 
which her whole being seemed to melt;— - 
tender woman! how many are tliy sa- 
crifices! 

. She, , whom ,the impulse of pity, of 
admiration, and increasing tenderness, 
would have cast almost at his feet, ac- 
knowledging his generous forgiveness of 
the degrading, suspicion she had given 
way to,, and her deep interest in his 
sorrows, — durst now but turn on him a 
haaty .glance, subdued and tearful. 

" Yes ! I deserve your pity!*' repeated 
Valombrosa, gazing on her now-shaded, 
but still humid eyes. " I deserve your 
pity, and I have not lost my own esteem. 
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This heart has received a great shock ; 
l^ut the impression will wear out at last, 
I hope : ~ it is already softened ; -^ imd 
if — ** he broke ofl^ not daring, to pro- 
ceed, 

" And is your cause of grief, ne- 
cessarily a secret from your sister?*' 
Ippolita fauitered out, " May not your 
own imagination heighten it, and the less 
perturbed reason of anotlier, be required ^ 
to make you see it exactly as it is ! — ; 
Why^ why, do you lock up your heart 
from yqur sister ?*' 

Valombrosa drew back, with an audibly 
shudder. << My sister!^ — defend her. 
from it. Heaven!?— and the, expression 
of his countenance, made Ippolita's 
blood thrill. 

She looked at him awhile in wild 
amazement. "Prince Angelo, ^then," 
she added, " cannot he prevail on you 
to seek the relief and counsel of friend- 
ship?'' 

G 4 
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<« He, nor no man!'* replied Valosubrosa, 
a deeper shade falling oyer his fea^uret ; 
^* be the secrM buried with me!-*-0, 
that it might!" he cried more wildly; 
and again he checked the impulse of 
impatient sufferings which was Urging 
him too far. 

Ij^olita did not speak again, for all 
het senses were ^bewildered; and they 
walked on a* few moments, in silent 
busyness of thought. 

Valombrosa soijdenly started : Ippa- 
lita's eyes instantaneously followed the 
, direction of his, and she then perceived 
the figure of a man hastily pushing 
through some- trees on that leoft, into a 
thicker shade beyond. She thought of 
Valombrosa'sf mysterious visitor : it was 
evident that be thought of him too, for 
his 6heek lost all its odour, and his eye 
pursued the figure till it was quite lost 
among the woods. 

" Some passenger!*^ he muttered, to 
himself, and then for the first time, ob- 
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,^erviiig that he -and Jppolita hadtakc^ a 
wrong path ; he conducted her into one, 
which he believed would lead. thcsik to 
their party in advance* 

Meanwhile, the clouds which had been 
gathering on the upper mountams, and 
gradually sinking lower, bursts all at 
<mce into violent rain ; obliging them to 
sedk the shelter of a inide aroh-^ayt prc^ 
tected on each side by its masomy, aad 
behind by trees. ^ 

As Valombrosa anxioui^y placed him- 
self before IppoUt^ to guard hetfrom the 
fury of the driving shower beating in at 
the front, she could but imperfectly see 
his countenance, shaded as it. was^ by the 
growing dusk and the thick plume ^pf his 
hat ; but she felt the tremulous agitation 
of his hand, as he tried to cover her. more 
entirely with her mantle» and she heard 
his repeated sighs* He wHhdr^iw from 
her however, and stood at the entrance. 

" It is indeed a fierce storm,'' said 
Xppolita, after having struggled awhile^ 
Q 5 



ISO THE FAST OF ST.MAGI>ALEN.: 

between her fear for his yet unsettled 
health, and her dread c^ their mutual 
emotion. " You will suffer from being 
wet i pray do not stand so immediately in 
the rain/' 

- « You wish my life, Ippolita!" said 
Valombrosa, turning round ^s he spoker 
A^ith all the tenderness of suppressed knd 
yearning love. *^ You no longer suiq)ect 
me then, of being the associate of gamew 
sters, — the willing companion of one 
infamous! — You have not withdrawn 
your confidence in my integrity, though 
my conduct has been strange, and I may 
not explain it ! O, tell me," he cried, ap- 
proaching her with increasing emotion, 
**« tell me that you forgive all the way- 
wardness of a temper, never suflSeiently 
calm, and of late, sorely, sorely stung 1 — 
teU me that you will not bate the changed^ 
^the wretched Valombrosa." 
. " Hate thee, Valombrosa ! *' rq)eated 
Ippolita, and the heavy drops which 
fell from her eye$ upon the hand with 
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which he had impetuously taken her's, 
answered his frantic question. 

Valombrosa fell at her feety and at-i 
tempted to speak ; but only inarticulate 
sounds, mixed with thronging sighs, caipe 
from his oppressed soul. Ippolita vainly 
struggled to extricate herself from his 
mournful clasp : she trembled. *« O Va- 
lombrosa,'* she gasped out, at last^ inef- 
jtectually trying to repel him, " is this 
generous? You have confessed your^^lf 
.unhappy from some unknown cause, and 
now when my softened heart has scarcely 
-strength to combat with itself against 
you and fate. — you make the struggle 77- 
the sacrifice — thjB duty — almost beyond 
my power.'* 

•* I am . selfish, Ippolita !** replied 
Valombrosa, still at her.feet in a paroxysm 
of. tenderness and despair — « I am self ^ 
ish — ungenerous ! — but if you couid 
guess what want this wretched heart has 
of some cordial drop to sustain it ! — I 
once looked to the restoration of your 
G 6 
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family as the day^dawn of my happiness--^ 
for then it would not have been treason 
to my country^ to love, as I love now — 
but now, perh^s, the Medici would 
i^um such union •— if some malignant 
demon should ever whisper ! '* 

** Valo;nbrosa, you distract me !'* ex** 
claimed Ippolita, as he stopt abru{^y. 
** I cannot live, ^nd be thus crossed by 
horrible thoughts ! — I adjure you, in the 
name of God, a{\d on the faith of an ac- 
countable «oul, tell me that you are not 
conscious of any criminal act !-r— tell 
me that you are ruined — undone -^ be*, 
trayed into momentary folly — stripped 
by it pi* rank, wealth, power; if all that 
be possible — and then, O how joyfully 
will I vow myself for life, your's, or God's 
— another's never P* 

" Then mine, mine V\ exclaimed the 
transported Valombrosa-— " I call that 
God to witness, that except the common 
frailties of man's nature, my heart" — 
At that moment, the report of a trom- 
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bone was heard close beside them : Ip- 
polita felt Valombrosa-fall back from her 
arms j a deadly groan accompanied his 
fall : but ere her stupified soul could take 
in the extent of her csdamity, she saw a 
man break through the trees behind, and 
the next instant found herself in his 
grasp. The smoke from the trombone 
conceded his £ice. 

<* My aim was sure!'<— 1 haVe not 
killed her P' exclaimed a horrid voice : 
at its first accent she uttered a dismal 
cry» for die knew the murderer^ and 
sunk unresisting, because insensible^ upon 
his breast. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

Ippolita re-opened her eyes in the gloom 
of a deep cavern, which a lighted pine- 
branch partially illuminated. 

The still and^noisome air of the place, 
ching round her like tlie damps of death; 
and as she closed her eyes* anew, in agony 
of spirit, she hoped that death was indeed 
releasing her from all future sufiering. 

But alas ! even that wretched hi^e, was 
not to be realised! The voice of Guido- 
baldo Alviano whispering iqipassioned 
entreaties, and his lawless arms pressii^ 
her against his breast, recalled the life 
within her. She tried to break from him. 
The loneliness and gloom of the cave, his 
turbulent transport, the triumphant tone 
of his language ; and yet more, the burn- 
ing expressicm of bis gaze, filled ber with 
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horrid apprebensions^ and the name of 
Valombrosa burst instinctively from hei: 
lips. 

No sooner did she pronounce that 
name, than all the late scene rushed upon 
her memory ; and uttering a dismal cry 
she fell back into the insensibility from 
which she was just recovered. 

It was long ere the efforts of Guido- 
baldo, and another ' person, who had 
hitherto kept out of sight, could restore 
her senses : when they did so, she looked 
earnestly, for a moment, at the com- 
panion of the former; then, without 
speaking, tore herself out of Giiidobaldb's 
arms, and retreating to a distance, threw 
herself on the ground, 

Guidobaldo followed, and would have 
taken her hand ; but shuddering back, 
she hastily wrapt hei: arms round in her 
dress, looking at him with eyes that spoke 
too plainly^ again she shuddered. 

Guidobaldo understood what was pass- 
ing in her mind. <* Yes P* he exclaimed 
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with proud fierceness, 'Mhis hand has 
given death to the presumptuous 'fool 
who durst dispute my prior right to your 
he^rt ! — Yet it is a renowned soldier's 
hand, and well worth the charms of the 
rarest dame in Italy/' As he spoke, the 
consciouapess of many fond suits rejected, 
or sported with from ladies won without 
wooing, heightened the lustre of his extra- 
ordinary personal beauty. ' " I offer this 
hand to you again, Ippolita, in the pre- 
sence of your brother; and I bring 
another claim on your heart. — My 
importunities have released your unde 
Giuliano/' 

A thrill of joy, almost of gratitude, 
did indeed shoot through the distracted 
breast of Ippolita. Thie wan despair of 
her looks, 'momentarily vanished as she 
turned her eyes on her brother, exclaim- 
ing, ^ — « Confirm it Lorenzo — I dare not 
believe/V 

Lorenzo impatiently answerd, ^< It ill 
becomes you to doubt the assertion of a 
6 
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man of honour. But I repeatj it was 
Guidobaldo's intercessions, with the sacri- 
iice he offered to his Holiness, which have 
bought your uncle's freedom. • It is ydur 
part to recompense him. His courage 
has settled the matter between you and 
that Elorentine who bad not manliness to 
espouse the cause of your family, with 
all his pretended love for you — and now 
it is your duty to bestow yourself on the 
man who has just renounced his very 
birthright for our sakes.^' 

Quidobaldo fell at'Ippolita's feet with 
assumed humbleness, wd trying to soften 
his untui^able Toice» said^ <> Pity me 
Ippdiita, that you force me to remind 
you of all you owe me ! — Has any other 
done what I have done to des^ve you ? 
Have I not, from my boyhood, been in 
every battle fought for your fkmily rights ? 
Did I not put my honour and my military 
iame at hazard, in the kjngdom of Naj^es^ 
when I left the Spanish camp to join the 
French standard, simply because your 
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father was protected by it ? Did I not 
save you from drownings when the proba- 
bility was that I must perish in the 
attempt?" 

"Yes!'* replied Ippolita, regarding 
him with ghastly sternness, " you saved 
my life — but you have taken that of 
Valombrosa !" 

Fierce and violent passions passed in 
successive flashes over the fine feature of 
Ouidobaldo j he had strength, however^ 
to master the rising storm within^ and 
after a few moment^ portentous silence, 
he resumed: "And now what have I 
done ? — After making my escape from 
France, and wearing out two tedious 
months in distracting search for you, I 
hear you are listening to the vows of 
another ; yet I hasten to Rome, I weary 
ail my frietids with importunities for their 
interest with the Pontiff, and at last i 
procure your node's enlargement,- by 
engaging, as my" imprisoned father's 
representative, to tear his formidable band 
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from the Venetian service, and engage it 
in that of his Holiness. — I thus cut my- 
self off, at once, from the rich inheritance 
of the Castello Fordenone, which the Re^^ 
public had decreed to my father, even in 
captivity — (and perhaps from all his pri- . 
vate patrimony)-— aixd I do this, for her 
who thinks one kind look too great a 
recompense.** 

During this studied address, Ippolita*8 
pale and bewildered countenance gra- 
dually enlightened, kindled, and blazed 
out in strong expression. Indignant and 
noble disdain, afflicted yet triumphant 
comparison between his character and 
that of Valombrosa, made up that expres- 
sion. Guidobaldo shrunk from the full 
fixture of her rarely fixed eyes ; yet he 
roughly exclaimed, " Does not your own' 
heart whisper another obligation ? Most 
men, devoured with such a passion a!s 
mine, and so slighted, and with such 
claims, would have thought all means 
lawful which might have secured ^ou. 
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HsuJ I not made your brother the partner 
of my jdan to regain you, -^ had you 
&und yoursdf.abne with me, in this 
place, -^ at this hour, — with love and 
revenge . to prompt me, •— what would 
hav^e. been .your terror 2** 

Ippolita interrupted him with a shud- 
derii^ cry^ /< Yes/' she gasped out, 
repulsing him with her trembling hands, 
as he strove to draw her towards him; 
^Vl thank you for that^ Guidobaldo* O 
proceed in generosity, and take me to 
some convent, where I may end my 
hunted life id prayer and peace !'' 

. " We take you where you shall remain 
till you learn that a woman^s duty is 
obedience!'' interrupted the young 
Lorenzo, with boyish pelulance. << If I 
am to acknowledge you as my sister, I 
shall expect a sister^s compliance: and 
standing thus in my father's place, I 
command you to forget the spendthrift 
Valombrosa, and reward Guidobaldo." 
. « Forget thee, my murdered Valom- 
brosa!" echoed Ippolita; and as she 
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Spoke, every other image fled from her 
mind. Clasping her hands in ^nised 
appeal) it seemed as if she would have 
pierced with her upraised eyes the invi-^ 
sibie veil which hid his spirit firooB her^ 
It was but a moment of convulsive trans^ 
port : the fervour of her actioii suddenly 
relaxed ; thought on thought, image on 
image, came crowdmg in upon her soul 
with direful distinctness. She appeared 
*to become conscious for the fitst time 
that Valombrosa was indeed no more; 
She gazed on the ^ot where she fancied 
she saw his bleeding body, her features 
rapidly assuming an air of madness ; till 
she mistook her own wild shriek for that 
of Bosalia; and shrieking again and 
again, she threw herself along the rocky 
floor of the cavern. 

" Her outcri€[s will discover us!*' 
exclaimed Lorenzo. " We must prevent 
this, and get her away. I have no taste 
for losing my life in such a bc^h adven- 
ture. Let us get her to the horses.** 
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. Gitidobaldo did not at first hear, this 
request, so absorbed was he in gazing on 
the figure of Ippolita. The beautiiul 
lines of thdt figure, were now defined in- 
all their softness, and now obscured, by 
theibldings of her white garments, and 
her own agitated movements* Her pro- 
vision of dark hair, entirely loosened 
trota confinement, and falling all over 
her, set off by contrsKst the unsunned 
$nows of her face and neck. There was * 
a bright crimson, too, in her cheek, so 
expressive of agony, that any other eye 
than Guidobaldo's would have looked 
upon it with compassion and remorse. He 
continued to gaze and to admire. 

The contradictory emotions that gaZe 
excited in him, were powerfully marked 
upon his clouding brow. Her beauty 
inflamed his fevered passion, but her 
mental suffering roused his resentment ; 
and muttering some threat of future yen^ 
^eance, he raised her up^ while Lorenzo 
II 
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guarded against her cries, by completely 
enveloping her head in a large and thick 
mantle. 

Ippolita was by this time in that torpid 
^te of soul and body which follows 
great and successive bursts of grief. She 
would have found it difficult to : have 
spoken, had she attempted it; still more 
difficult to resist the force even of tl^e 
stripling Lorenzo : but she had no wish 
to do either. Absorbed in the belief of 
Yalombrosa's death, and Rosalia's deso- 
lation, «he no longer cared what became 
^^ of herself. 

There was but one evil capable of still 
agitating her in idea, and from that her 
brother's presence eecured her. Without 
complaint, as without struggle^ therefore, 
she suffered herself to be borne through 
th^ pathless part of a wood skirting the 
cavern^ amidst the violent recoil of giant 
boughs, and the rending of angry shrubs ; 
while Guidobaldo - who bore her, and 
Xx)renzQ who followed, ^stopt every 
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second Step, to curse the impeding trees, 
the rending briars, the insecure footing, 
and the unpierceable darkness. 

When they reached a road practicable 
for horses, thej stopt; and Lorenzo, 
drawing a small bugle from under hi$ 
cloak, blew one or two shrill blasts: 
these were answered, and not merely 
by echoes* Shortly afterwards a man 
appeared, mounted on one horse and 
leading another. He dismounted at 
seeing them ; and as he assisted in secur- 
ing Ippolita to the coat-belt of Guido- 
baldo, he conversed in whispers with her 
brother. Lorenzo having seen his sister 
properly fixed, vaulted into the saddle 
this person had. quitted, and leaving hiift 
to find his own way on foot to whatev^ 
place he was destined, they set ofiTat fiill 
gaU(^ from the mountains. 

Their course was long and circuitous, 
for they evidently avoided all encoon- 
ters, and they travelled only during the 
hours of darkness. But though they 



V 
THE FAST OF ST. MAGDALEK. 14^ 

halted through the principal part c^ every 
ddy, sometimes in lone huts, sometimes 
itk Mfoods or caves, Ippolita had no 
opportunity of imploring assistance* 
Whenever they allowed her an interval 
of repose alone, they k^ watch at the 
door of the apartment and below its win- 
dow, so that private discourse with any 
one was impossible* She thought not, 
however, of flight ; her soul was locked 
up from every outward impression, and 
she moved and spoke mechanically. 

In the intervals of this tedk>us joumdy^ 
Guidobaido often urged his ^wn suit, 
and LcHTenzo seconded it : but neither to 
1d»e turbulent ardour of the one, nor to 
the splenetic authoritativeness of the 
.other, did Ippolita give any reply, except 
.d6ep an$ convulsive sighs, accompankd 
by involuntuy movements expressive of 
abhorrence. Her persecutors were at 
last wearied, or had agreed to try a dt£- 
lereot method $ and tor the remainder of 
tiie time, Lorenzo only vented his ifil- 

VOL. II. H 
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humour in bitter sarcasms at her obsti- 
nate sullenness; while Guidobaldo^ 
affecting to interpose between her aiid 
any new distress, took up the part of 
generous forbearance. 

Perhaps her companions were induced 
to treat her more indulgently, from observ- 
ing the alarming alteration whichhad taken 
place in her appearance and strength* 
She took with passive submission ^hat- 
ever was offered to her, of rest and refresh- 
ment, and she never burst into frenzies of 
grief: but she wasted with the riapidity 
of a flaming torch hurried through the 
air. — Her voice became hourly more and 
more indistinct; and the perpetual tremor 
of her now-colourless lips, and neaily- 
closed eyelids, excited astonishment and 
alarm in Guidobaldo. To him, who 
knew not the signs of mental sickness, 
that sorest of all, these extraordinary 
symptoms seemed the precursors of 
immediate dissolution ; he redoubled hi& 
pare of her person^ when it was her he»rt 
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he should have spared. Ippolita^s health, 
however, eSrf alter : by degrees an expres- 
sion of bodily suffering mixed with her 
fixed look of despair ; and the increased 
debility of her frame, evinced itself by 
unconscious incessant weeping. As she 
was^ hurried along through every variety 
of weather and, road, as she sat on the 
ground or in some hut while their, horses 
rested, or as she lay along some rud^ 
pallet incapable of sleep, the silent tears 
would trickle without ihtermission as 
without consciousness, down her wither- 
ing cheeks. 

Sometimes irritated and . sometimes 
subdued by the blighting effect of these 
teara upon : the loveliness he madly 
coveted, Guidobaldo determined to make 
a last effi)rt. to turn the current of her 
affection towards himself. 

They had crossed Italy to an obscuir^ 

part on the Adriatic, and ere they set 

sail for the opposite coast, he besought 

Lorenzo to leave him alone s^while with 

n % 
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Ippolita, as they sat altogether within the 
vacaot walls of a iisherman's but. 

Lwenzo acquiesced. 

It wi^ nighty and a turbid-coloured 
moon 43truggli]:^ . at intervals through 
clouds which were hurrjdng across her 
4i^9 threw occasional gleams over that 
wasted figure, which Guidobaldo had 
observed in such completeness of lovely 
form, not two weeks back, in the cave ne» 
// bel De^erto. — The same fitful light 
brightened at intervals the features c^the 
towering Guidobaldo^ and as it glanced 
through the clusters of his raven hair, aiid 
whitened the polish df his forehead, it 
4seemed to add supernatural beauty to 
the mortal gmces k found : but it deve- 
loped dieee, no moral charin. 

He sought to moderate the fiery 
expression of bis eyes, by dropping over 
them their thick fiiinges } but in the re- 
cesses of those eyes, there was a lurking 
somethitig discoverable, which like a 
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tiger in its den, seemed in the very act to 
spring out upon its victim. 

He £^proacbed Ippolit^i and would 
have taken her hand, but she shrunk 
silendy into the fcdds of her veil. His. 
cdour mounted ; when it sunk again, he 
cast hims^f on one knee beside hen 

<< Ippolita,^* he said, in that harsh 
voice so discordant with the finely-mould- 
ed lips whence it issued, <^ see to what 
you bend me f — we, shall sbon part — -- 
for I go to fulfil my engagement to the 
Sovereign Pontiff; an engagement with 
which I bought your nucleus freedom. — ^ 
I go^ self-deprived of a noble inheritance. 
— I go to fight, to bleed, to die perhaps 
for the sake of you and your*s 1 —Will you 
not grant me one kind look, one word of 
hope and comfort for all this ?'* 

He paused, — but Ippolita, without 
W)ving or speaking, remained with her 
eyes fixed on tjie-^oiind. — He bit hig 
Up, and was some time before be could 
quell himself sufficiently to resume, 
H 3 
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though not in the same tone of lowly 
intreaty^ 

'« What wins a woman's heart?** he 
c]:ied, ** is it personal advantages?^— I 
.disdain them in my own sex, therefore I 
prodaim myself second to none/' And 
as he cast a proud glance over a figure 
Mrhich even Phidias might have selected 
for the model of a God, his dark brow 
expanded into momentary splendour. <*Is 
it courage ? — What field has not drank 
my blood, and the life's-blood of my ene- 
mies ? — Is it a constant and consuming 
passion?*— Mine has burnt within me for 
six long years, in spite of Ingratitude and 
absence. And if sacrifices may obtain a 
woman, how many have I not made to 
you ? Two wishes were neai^st your heart, 
the release of your uncle Giuliano, and 
the possession of that important document 
which substantiates your legitimacy and 
therefore your claim on Germany. — I 
have conquered both for you! your 
uncle you already know is at large : — 
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and here is that paper which my Father 
would never have yielded to me, had 
he suspected the madly-rooiantic use for 
which 1 intended it.'* 

Gruidobaldo held out the paper as he 
spoke. — Ippolita had caught part <^ his 
long address, and what had then reaqhed 
her widely-distant sense, gave her an indis« 
tinct ^sh of comprehending the whole. 
She instinctively took the paper, and said 
a few words indicative of her perplexed 
faculties. 

Encouraged by this first show of 
interest in a subject not immediately 
connected with the direful one which 
weighed upon her heart, Guidobaldo 
rapidly explained his meaning; adding 
an assurance that although bound in 
friendship to her brother, who had 
hitherto contested her right to their 
father's legacy, he was willing thus to sin 
against that friendship, to win her ; and 
that provided she would promise him her 
hand, he would, by openly avowing what 
H 4 
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he had done,^ (even while guaranteeing to 
her the future dii^posal of the contteted 
money,) expose himself to her toother's 
vengeance. 

All of Kfe ^hich grief had left in the 
sad bosom of Ippolita, was roused by this 
disgtacefiil exposure of a soul inoapable 
of imagitling consii^^ent virtue, much 
less of ^si&uming its jkpi^arance* She 
half sta^rted £rom her rude coUch, and 
throwing away ^ the contested paper, 
exclaimed) " O base and hateftil! I 
would no* accept et^en my right, from a 
hand like yoiu^s, equally polluted with 
^ehood and blood ! ^^I can but die ; — 
I feel that I am dying 5 — > and God wfll 
p)*ovide for my father's poor exiles/' 

Wh^» she concluded^ she sunk back, 
exhausted with this brief animation ; 
While Guidobald^, levelling hi^ powerful 
eyes at her, said in the* gasping voice of 
ilUcontrolled fury, " Beware, Signora ! 
My kiVe may be chatted to hatred ; — 
and if it be } — ' You are in m^ power, — 
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and she that my devouring passion has 
respected hitherto, may feel to her sor- 
row and shame, that hatred will ^ubmit 
to no^ laws, — regard '^no ties, — set kin- 
dred, friends, thie whote wo*rld, even my 
own weak scruples, -att^ -defiance, and 
reduce her — to the fhin^ I then shaH 
scorn!'* 

As these terrible word^ transformed 
the transcendent splendidness of His fea- 
tures and complexion into the hideous 
blaze which devours a bed of covered 
corruption, Ippolita sprung from hei* 
couch, exclaiming madly, " My brother 1 
■— Lorenzo ! — O where is he ?** 

That protection fr^om insult, of which 
his association with Guidobaldo seemed 
to assure her, whether he were absent or 
present, and on which she had too rashly 
presumed, was all at once proved hollow j 
and, prompted by a wild idea of escape, 
she endeavoured to gain the door : but 
her limbs, weakened by illness and grief, 
failed under her, and she sunk, in despite 
H 5 
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of herself, upon the hastily-extended arm 
of Guidobaldo. At that instant Lorenzo 
entered abruptly: by her situation and 
her appearance, he thought her fainting, 
and without caution, therefore, he 
exclaimed to Guidobaldo, << What cursed 
imp crippled your aim when you shot at 
that mischievous Florentine ? Renati is 
come, and he tells me that he lives after 

- " Lives! does Valombrosa live?'* 
shrieked Ippolita, springing up from 
Guidobaldo's arm like a blessed spirit 
from its clay at the joyful call to heaven. 

*• Curse on your officious tongue !** 
exclaimed Guidobaldo to^is companion : 
then hastily following up the insulting 
curse by the mean apology, not of con- 
trition but interestedne^s, he sternly 
turned to Ippolita, who was now upon 
her knees, in an ecstacy of silent grati- 
tude, << This hand has death for him 
yetr* 

He spoke to one whose heart had no 
9 
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longer room for aught but joy. Again 
and again her fervently-clasped hands 
and upraised eyes, her cheeks radiant 
^ith living red, and re-coloured lips qui- 
vering imperfect sounds, uttered eloquent 
thanksgiving. But even while she con- 
tinued kneeling, her tlioughts imper- 
ceptibly changed : and as the immediate 
rapture of devotional exaltation sunk, a 
thousand melting ideas of Valombrosa 
and Rosalia, a thousand fond hopes and 
expectations, and visions for the future 
founded on the knowledge of his being 
still in life, poured in upon her heart, 
and dissolved her into tears. Delicious 
tears ! for they were those of gratitude 
^nd of hope ! 

While she gave loose to this balmy 
relief, Guidobaldp drewLorenzoaside^and 
after conversing with him a fewmoments in 
an under voice, they at length abruptly 
/quitted ttie room. Their absence was 
temporary freedom to Ippolita. 

It seemed as if their presence had 
H 6 
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restmned h^r, for ticm her grateM 
transport spoke in words; aod though 
th« language in which her full soul 
poured itself out, might be brcA:en, and 
full of repetitions^ it was fervent and 
expressive. 

Ouidobaldo's revengeful threat was 
remembered only to be triumphantly dii^ 
carded: the presoitmstance of Almighty 
{HTotectictti of that precious life» seemed 
sur sBgia capable of defending him m 
future from all other harm« The unnumly 
threat against her own honour was as little 
regarded.) for Valombrosa lived: and 
confidence of protection^ is so inseparable 
in a woman's mind from the idea of him 
^he loves, that she sometimes thinks ^be 
can know no £Hur, while assured of his 
existeilee and itiis fidelity. 

The name^ of that generetn and ndw 
dearer bcmefadtor, was repeated by her 
again and again }. at each utterance of 
that name pressing her haods upon b^ 
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hearty as if they could thas fold to it the 
living Valombrosa* 

Hex'face, though bathed imStreAimng 
tears, was bright with a joy ^s rarely felt 
as witnessed ; and at once restored to 
life, and the wish for life, by an unex- 
pected blessing, she felt that she could 
now support the utmost which cruelty- 
and oppression could helafp upon her. 

The assurance of her uncle's liber- 
ation was another source of gratitude. 
Whore^er she m^t be takdd, surely 
bis efibrts seconding those of Valom- 
brosa^ would discover her prison, and 
finally restore her to thetn? Prince 
Angeb, too, would lend his ftkHidfy aid ; 
and with Providence to bless, what had 
she to dread ? ^ 

Recalled thu& to the keenest interest 
in every thing connected with her situa- 
tion, Ippolita iendeavoured to recollect 
what hod been so ol^n poured into her 
inattentive ettt by her petulant brother, 

12 
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and his more stormy companion diiritig 
their journey. 

She guessed that the Eenati they 
talked of^ as having brought the news of 
Valombrosa's escape from immediate 
death, had been left neBT II bel Deserto 
to watch the event, and to bring the 
intelligence by a quicker mode of travel- 
ling than that they had pursued. Per- 
haps he brought also political information 
which might oblige them both tp leave 
her in her appointed prison ! In that case^"^ 
she might hereafter find means to convey 
some intimation of her forced detention, 
to her uncles, or her friends in Tuscany, 
~ From another prospect also, she drew 
hope: the treacherous duplicity of Guido- 
baldo to the very mad whose concurrence 
he had bought by oaths of faith and ser- 
vice ; tha^t duplicity made her hope that 
the seed of future disagreement waa 
sown between them, and if so, her liber-^ 
ation Height be the consequence. Evea 
now, a word from her, convicting Guido- 
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baldo's double-dealing about the disputed 
claim on Austria, would be enough to 
involve them in all the flames of inextin- 
guishable enmity — But who might perish 
in these flames ? — her brother ! — her 
father's dearly-prized son, though her 
unkind brother! The thought was not to 
be dwelt upon. 

These reflections were interrupted by 
the entrance of Lorenzo* He contem- 
plated her re-animated form — re-ani- 
mated as if by miracle — with waspish 
humour ; and throwing himself down on 
a seat, desired her to attend to what he 
was going to say. 

He then proceeded to inform her, that 
it was his determination she should reward 
the many services of Guidobaldo, by giv- 
ing him her hand } that in determining 
thisy he was simply performing a duty to 
their father's memory, and to the family 
interest : since her continued refusal, or 
her marriage with another, would at once 
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cotivert Guidobaldo, and his renowned 
fhtber, into their implacable toemies. 

Having discovered, he said, her retreat 
at 7/ bel Deserto, atad from various circum** 
stances suspecting Valdmbrosa's attach- 
ment, and assured of his obstinate adher- 
ence to the Gonfidoniere, Lorenzo had 
considered it incumbent on him to tear her 
from him. He had therefore cheerfully 
abetted Guidobaldo^s scheme of Ij^ng in 
wait for her among the woods where they 
lieard she walked oflen alone ; and they 
were now on their way to a secure place 
where she should remain without. inter- 
course with any one, but the persons 
Appointed to guard her, till she came to 
hier senses, and consented to become heir 
cousin's wife. 

Lorenzo amplified his friendship for 
Guidobaldo, and what they owed to the 
elder Alviano j he dwelt upon his own 
duties as the head of the Medici party, 
(for like a fooli^ boy be claimed that 
rank in preference to his uncles,) upon 



1 
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his zeal for a sister, who was evid^tly 
on the point (y£ becoming the ruined dope 
of Valombrosa, the nature of whose 
regard might be guessed aty since it did 
not ihipcl him to espouse the cause of 
her family ; —and finally upon what he 
was pleased to call the weakness o£ his 
uncle Giuliano's character, and conse* 
qu^t ifitcompetency to direct her con« 
duct. 

He laid great stress upon his own dk^ 
interestedness throughout t^ whote 
al&ir : only forgetting to misntioa the 
very main-spring of the action, his ho]^ 
of obtaining from the Emperor the large 
remainder of that disputed elefet, which 
Ippolita sought by every honest means j 
atid of which, her ceasing to urge for so 
long a time, might be understood or con- 
strued into a resignation. 

Lorenzo ended by saying, " The vessel 
is now in waiting, which is to carry you 
to another country, to a p9a^far beyond 
the guess of any of your misjudging 
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friaads. There you must expect to pass 
your life ; uiUess you consent either to 
marry Guidobaldo on the instant, or to 
give him a solemn promise of becoming 
his, when he returns from the service 
which he and I are obliged to go upon. 
I leave you half an hour for conside-- 
ation." 

" Stay, Lorenzo !" cried Ippdiita, s#e« 
ing him move towards the door, ** 1 need 
no time for consideration : I never will 
consent to either proposition; do with 
me what you please. I will not debase 
myself by supplications, which I know 
would never move you. Cruel as you 
are, for your own honour's sake you dare 
not place mine in danger ; and that 
uninjured, there is no evil I cannot bear 
as becomes the daughter of Piero di Me<« 
dici. There is a God above, who will 
strengthen me, and deliver me at last 
out of your hands. My trust in him, is 
not to be shakien/' 

** Yes ! deliver you by the gate of 
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death.** Exclaimed Lorenzo, knitting his 
brow, " you will never escape by any 
other, I promise you, if once we get you 
across the Adriatic. And for whom do 
you give up Guidobaldo Alviano, the 
son of the greatest captain of our age — 
for an effeminate spendthrift ! — a coward, 
and a murderer !** , 

/* A murderer !** echoed Ippolita, start- 
ing froni her seat, her eyes for the first 
^time since they had opened on life, flas)i- 
ing with anger. 

Lorenzo's irritated eye with a fixture 
of steadier wrath and darker purpose, 
looked her*s down. ** Take care of pro- 
voking me too much,** he said with 
forced calmness, " I allow no liberties to 
women. — I repeat the charge of murder 
on your ostentatious time-serving lover. 
— The story of his father*s and brother*s 
encounter with robbers in the Bolognese, 
was never credited by any but fools* — 
It was so prodigiously lucky that they 
^ould both fall ! -—It was so marvellously 



164 THE FAST OF ST«HAGDAL£K. 

^rtunate that the robbersshould so exactly 
£nd out that they were passing- with only 
three attendants ! --: and it was so much 
better stilt, that they should politdy let 
one servant escape with life^ merely to 
tell the story, -and swear his young I^rd 
into the possession of that unwieldy for- 
tune ! — I believe it is pretty well known 
that this fdk)w was paid high for his evi- 
dence, and sent beyond sea : but if ever 
l^e return, and I rule in Florence, I eao 
tell you the thing^ shall be looked into, -~ 
aye, sifled to the bottom -^ though it cost 
your minicm hi& head/' 
. IppoUta sunk into the seat firom wbick 
she had risen, aghast and trembling. 
Lorenzo perceiving the eflPect of his hardy 
accusation, went on with increased tri- 
umph. " The fool is but a half-way vil- 
lain after all — or rather a coward, whom 
the shadow of his own crime affnghts— 
not the deed k&el£l — Guidobaldo over- 
heard his mad confessions to you, ere be* 
sent the ball those confessions justified. — 
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And you Ueb&aed to theiKk««— and pro^^ 
mised to be bisl —shame ! f^ame i 

Vivid crimson flushed the faceof Ippo* 
lita^ while pressing her hands on her 
relieved hearty she exclaimed with a 
beamiE^ smile, "I thank you, Loretizo, 
for recalling that scene ! Valombrosa's 
confessions ware those of an afflicted, not 
a guilty spirit. I have anchored my soul 
upon his integrity f and neither your 
calumnies nor cruelty can ever shake it. 
— ^ He and I may never meet again, -^ 
most likely we never shall j (and ais she 
uttered these sad words, the unusual 
fire c£ her eyes was quenched in tears) ; 
but the remembrance of his virtues, and 
generous a£fection> will last txij life,—* 
nay will survive the wreck of this dis* 
puted frame, and make a rich part of my 
happiness in a world to come.'' 

Lorenzo's boyish impatience of smy 
opposition, was impelling htm to proceed 
with ftesb arguments agsunst Valombrosa 
and in favor of Guidobaldo, but recollect* 
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ing that his selfish sum would be as weU 
attained by his sister's durance, as by ha: 
marriage with the latter; and that perhaps 
if that event were to take place, his friend 
might not keep his word of obliging her 
to renounce her pecuniary claim on Aus- 
tria, he checked his petulant reply, and 
coldly asked her, if she were prepared to 
spend her days in confinement. 

<< I am at your mercy,** said Ippolita, 
and of course you take me where you will. 
But I repeat, no power shall force me to 
bestow my hand on Guidobaldo/* 

" Enough !'* cried the waspish Lorenzo, 
and opening the door, (which he locked 
after him,) he disappeared. 

It was long before he returned, and 
when he did so, Guidobaldo came with 
him. 

Ippolita's eye, now stimulated to 
observation of every thing connected witk 
herself, instantly perceived signs of dis* 
agreement between the colleagues. Lor 
rent's manper to Guidobaldo was a 
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compound of impatience and scrupulous 
ceremony; and that of Guidobaldo to ' 
him, was haughtily cold : his face threat- 
ened like a thunder-cloud. The lightning 
escaped from it, when he vouchsafed a 
glance to Ippolita. — She felt the appal- 
ling flash, but she neither braved nor 
shrunk at it. 

Guidobaldo never spoke ; he only held 
the taper, by the light of which, Lorenzo 
covered his sister with a thick cloak, to 
muflle the sound of her v(rice, if she 
should attempt to call the attention of 
any « chance passenger: he then extin- 
guished the light, and Ippolita felt her- 
self again seized by the man she hated, 
and borne into the open air. 

The miserable habitation from which 
^ they issued, stood singly, behind the 
rocks of an unfrequented coast ; and she 
now distinctly heard the turbulent roar of 
the waves, and the hoUower 9ound of 
winds, as if they were rapidly approach- 
ing the sea. 
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Some other parson was added to their 
party, for she distinguished two voices in 
advance of Guidobaldo, who continued 
ta bear her in sullen silence : — no other 
voice or foot of friendly traveller, met 
her ear ; and when Lorenzo called out, 
" I spy her sail !" she guess^i he saw the 
bark which was to waft her to her prison j 
and the faint hope she had indulged^ of 
meeting some providential rescue, iar 
atandy vanished. 

Bowing her head upon her breast, with 
inward resi^ation to the Divine WiU, 
she silently commended herself, an^^ the 
few she loved, to the protection of the 
same gracious Providence; while Guido- 
baldo sat down with her on the sand, and 
uncovered her face to give her air. 

Released from his haled grasps Ippolita 
looked rounds and saw by the dim light 
of a struggling mo<m» a dismal coaat, 
without show of habitation^ and a wide 
stretch of boiling sea. A bracera lay 
close to the shore, in which were three 
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stout mariners whom she heard i^[)eaking 
a language unknown to hen All attempts, 
therefore, to interest them in her situation, 
were cut off by this cruel precaution of 
choosing the natives of a different country 
fromher's. 

The instant her eye fdl on the petson 
Mrith IxHrenzo, a cold^ thrill running 
through her veins, asimred her that he 
was the same who had been in waiting 
with the horses, on the fatal night which 
tore her from libel Desoto. 

With what extraordinary force does 
every minute thing strike us, when we 
receive some great blow!— We know 
not that we see or think of them at the 
moment; but in after times they are 
inseparably connected with the remern* 
brance of our suffering. 

Thus Ippolita could have told the posi- 
tion of every tree and every stone in the 
scene where she wtls placed on horseback, 
and borne from the domain of Valom- 
brosa : even the very fashion and colour 

VOL. 11. I 
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of this man^s habit haunted her memory. 
She now recognized him with an involun- 
tary exclamation ; but quickly recollect- 
ing that it was he who had brought the 
intdligence of Valombrosa's safety, she 
looked again at him, almost as though 
be had been Valombrosa's preserver. 

That Valombrosa was severely wounded 
she could not doubt : the deadly groan 
with which he had ^llen to the ground 
on that fatal evening, was but too con- 
vincing of the melancholy fact; yet it 
seemed, from Lorenzo's vexation, that 
the wound was not dangerous j and with 
the fond credulity of love, she yielded to 
that blessed belief*^ 

Her trance of thought was inter- 
rupted by the violen traction with which 
Guidobaldo again snatched her up in im 
arms, and put her on board the bracera. 
When they wcjre all embarked, the little 
vessel weighed anchor, and cautiously 
loosing her sails to the boisterous wind» 
shot at once into thie gulf before them« 
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CHAPTER XVriL 



As soon as, they were on board, Guido^ 
baldo addressed Ippolita for the first 
time, coldly inquiring whether she did: 
not choose to retire below and take scmie , 
repose? 

Ippolita mildly answered in the affirm- 
ative : he then assisted her down the ilU. 
C(mstructed steps which led to the cabin, 
when opening a door, and pausing at the. 
entrance, he said, with moody resent- 
ment, "Good night. Madam! you,are, 
mistaken if you expect me to sue to. you, 
any further. My heart is to be losti m . 
well as won:-— and you may regret the 
loss for your own sake, and rue it; fi^, 
that of your kinsman, and my riv<tl.'* . 

He waited not reply^ but a£f fK)jO|i ^ 
I S 
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she ha4 entered the cabin, locked the 
door on her, and returned to the deck. 

Ippolita might have smiled at the 
wretched vanity which prompted Guido- 
baldo to assume a manner intended to 
alarm her with the probability of losing 
so admired an adorer as himself; but his 
threats against Yalombrosa and her kins- 
man jSlled her with another apprehension : 
s^ trembled for their lives; and in an 
agony of grief poured out her saddened 
soul in prayer. 

That done, she pressed her quivering 
lips iqH>n a bracdet of Rosalia's hair, 
which that dear friend had wrought with 
the letters of their intermingled names, 
and fastened with a clasp of jewels round 
her arm. Of Vdombrosa she had but 
oae reHc ; a single flower, plucked for 
her by his hahd in the garden of Celio's 
parents, on the evening of their last 
meeting. The flower was broken and 
withered; bul she had preserved it in 
her breast thi'dugb all tlie casualties of 
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travelling and temporary unconscious- 
ness : and now as she pressed it again and 
again to that desolated breast, and wetted 
it with tears, every particular of the 
scene in which it was given, rushed upon 
her mind. 

The tranquil comfort of Leonardo's 
humble home, the benevolent pleasure 
with which it was contemplated by the 
dear friends who were with her, and the 
generous views of Valombrosa for the 
young Celio, all came on her heart in a 
torrent of tenderness and regret. 

" Alas, the poor child !** she sighed to 
herself^ thinking of that favoured boy, 
<* this is thy first lesson of disappointment 
— at least of hope delayed :*' and then 
her thoughts wandered to his benefactor j 
busy with all he had looked, and all he 
had said. 

Their last conversation, on the spot 

hideous to memory, was again and again 

dwelt upon. That she hftd then assured 

Valombrosa of her affection, was now a 

I 8 
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solace to the pain of imagining they 
might never meet again: and though 
she acknowledged, that in yielding to 
the impulse of agonised tenderness seek* 
ing confirmation of its object's worthi- 
ness, she had sinned against her better 
purpose, she would not allow herself to 
regret an indiscretion, which must at 
least, release Valombrosa from the worst 
fear of an attached heart, that of the per- 
son beloved bestowing her hand upon 
another. ** His first anguish modeilated 
by the certainty of my attachment,*' she 
said, sighing, ** time and absence, if 
events increase to render our re-union 
madness, will by degrees wean him from 
that fervour of generous wishes, with 

which" she interrupted herself by a 

shower of tears : and as she wept with 
increasing vehemence^ added, " O, na, 
no, Valombrosa, I seem to have no shelter 
left but in thy matchless heart j let me 
retain that, till I find refuge in my grave !'* 
There had been a time, when Ippolita 
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loved Valombrosa dearly, yet could with 
mournful fortitude contemplate the neces- 
sity of resigning not only his society, but 
his heart; of yielding him entirely to some 
happier woman : that time, however^ was 
past! 

Love for a noble object has Do limitis^ t 
it grows with the growth of his virtues, 
or witli the more intimate knowledge of 
them; till at length, life, (as far as it 
relates to this world,) has no aim beyond 
the contemplation of his excellence, and 
the enjoyment of his aflSbction. 

The many afEkcting circitostances 
which had of late surrounded Valom- 
brosa, and thrown a shade of tender 
interest over -the brightness of his former 
state, tended to deepen the impression 
made upon her, by his attaching qualities 
and his love* Those moments of doubt 
which had occasionally racked her, when 
taught to suspect his distracted feelings 
were the consequences of criminal folly, 
seemed to demand atonement ; and above 
X 4 
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aU> the certainty that his life had been 
endangered by her :forious kinsmen, and 
would still be sought by their ruthless 
swords, made her feel that in devoting 
every hope of her ^x and youth to Valom- 
brosa, she was making a poor i*eturn for 
all his sufferings and all his sacrifices. 

So to devote herself mi^t be romantic, 
but was not culpable : she owed her life, 
perhaps her honour to Valombrosa ; and 
if she might, not repay such a debt by 
constituting his happiness, she believed 
tliat gratitude commanded her not to 
increase his pains. And would she pot 
have done so, had ^e endeavoured to 
expel him from her heart? 

. To such self-sacrifice, surely one so 
situated, might yield without blame ? — 
For her's was not that humiliating a£^- 
tion, which however laudably placed, 
still couples itseJf with reproach, because 
ttisshared by its object, and is therefore 
felt only as a woakness and a degradation ; 
.^ that affection, at which the very heart 
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blush^s^ and against which it struggles^ 
or ought to struggle unceasingly^ and 
from which, so struggling, it must esca^ 
at last ; — she but returned the warmest^ 
the most disinterested, the most getier- 
ously-avowed attachment of which a 
human soul is capable. 

In Ippolita's present cheerless state, 
to permit herself to cherish this fond 
remembrance of him who imaged to her 
all the virtues, was to retain almost hap- 
piness : and comforted beyond hope, by 
discovering that he lived, she once more 
checked her tears, and casting herself 
along the rude pallet prepared for her, 
sunk by degrees into sleep. 

Awakened the next morning by the 
roaring of winds arid waters, and by the 
agitated motion of the vessel, she arose 
bewildered: some moments elapsed ere 
she could recollect where she was. The 
horrors of her situation then flashed upon 
her, and she turned her thoughts towards 
a deliverance from them. 
I 5 
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The little light that was admitted into 
the cabin, through the small and now 
bsuricadoed windows, served but to 
increase her despair, by showing how 
completely she must consider herself at 
the disposal of others. — She could see 
through sufficiently, to know that the 
heavens were darkened, and portentous 
of a coming storm. 

The violent agitation of the vessel, 
together with the howling of the winds, the 
discordant sounds of the sailors, ^nd the 
beating of the rain that was now descend* 
ing in torrents on the deck, acting on a 
mind already borne down under the 
heaviest sourceof oppression, overpowered 
her natural courage, and made her dread 
that the death for which she had recently 
prayed was about to overtake her. 

When Ippolita believed Valombrosa 
violently rMed of life, death was her 
only wish ; but now that she might hope 
to see him again, existence became deaf 
to her } and she trembled to think that an 
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offended God might be about to punish 
her criminal impatience of that existence, 
by terminating it at the very instanti in 
which fresh hopes opened before her. 
; Awe-struck with this in^pression, as 
the storm increased she sunk upon her 
knees, imploring forgiveness for th,e 
impi^y of the feeling that had dictated 
such a wish : and praying for the happi- 
ness of those she should leave behindi sub- 
ncutted herself entirely to the JDivine Will. 
In the midst of her supplications, 
Lorenzo entered : he smiled scornfully 
at her posture, yet with an air, 6f some 
disturbance, exhorted her not to give way 
to ridiculous fears. "The sea is somewhat 
rough/' he said ; " but the wind blo^vs 
from a right quarter: if it continue so, 
we shall reach the opposite coast );^fore 
night-fall. . It would be a demon's trick, 
were we to sink with such a business as 
this in hand ! if ever I trust myself again 
in any of Guidobaldo's wrong-headed — •'* 
Lorenzo bit his lip^ adding peevishlvi as 
I 6 
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he set down a flask of milk and some rud^ 
cakes, *< There is your breakfast, take it, 
and think over our last couversation/' 
, Before Ippolita could answer, he dis- 
appeiared, and she heard the key again 
turned in the lock of the door. "Lo- 
tenzo,*'she cried, "for mercy sake, do not 
fasten me in ! — what will become of me, 
if the vessel** — Lorenzo neither heard 
nor spoke; and with a throb of just 
resentment, she turned away from the 
door, and sat down, determined to abide 
in silent patience, whatever was appointed 
her now to siiflfer. 

Again left to herself, Ippolita relapsed 
into a train of thoughts natural to her 
situation. She recalled the cruel scenes 
^e had passed through within these last 
tew hours, and was lost in imagining 
their termination. 

From various circumstances, and from 
a few indistinct glimpses which she had 
been able to catch from the small window 
of her cabixi, she conjectured tiliat sh« 

12 
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had been embarked on the Adriatic, 
somewhere between fiimini andRa^nna: 
and taking the idea from her brother's 
words, felt convinced that she was t6 be 
conveyed to the opposite coast. 

The r£^id progress of the vessel now 
suddenly decreased; and its motion 
changed, so as to induce an idea that either 
the course they were steering had been 
intentionally altered, or that the wind 
had shifted. Ippolita, whose thoogbts 
were now solely occupied in the antici- 
pation of her doom, reflected, on the 
words of Lorenzo, and not thinking it 
likely that a plan so taken would be 
changed without any apparent reason, 
imagined the latter circumstance; and 
memory instantly imaged the several 
dangers which would await the vessel if 
involved in the intricacies of that archi- 
pelago of islands which stud tiie eastern 
coast of liie Adriatic. 

Shipwreck, with all its horrors, appeared 
before her alreAdy-troubled imagination. 
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and added another source of agonizing 
terror. Yet perhaps the very storm at 
which she shuddered, might be intended 
to give her freedom! She might be 
providentially saved from the wreck by 
humane strangers, and so released from 
present thraldom ! 

She had nearly succeeded in re»assuring 
her courage with such thoughts, when 
alarm agdn seized on her agitated feel- 
ings. A crash, as of the. falling of a 
mast, the fluttering thunder of splitting 
canvass, and the mingled roar of groan 
and insurrection that suddenly burst on 
her ear, foreboded some dreadful dis- 
aster. At that instant Guidobaldo 
entered: "The vessel must inevitably 
be lost," he cried j ** promise to be mine> 
and I save you.** 

" Leave me to my fate !" gaspt»IIppo- 
Kta, convulsively tearing herself out of 
his grasp, and clasping her hand» in des- 
perate acquiescence. ^ O my ftiends !** 
she added^ bursting into an agony of 
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tears, as she uttered what she thought' a 
la^t farewell to the absent Valoinbrosa 
and his sister. 

Fresh clamours were heard on the 
deck. " We sink V' urged Guidobaldo. 
" Will you be mine— ^ or die !"- 

" Die !'* repeated the death-pale Ipgo^ 
lita, in an iaward voice, sinking Upon her 
kne^, and holding up her hands locked 
together in agony of prayer, while 
all tl^e despair of a forpier scene in which 
so many dear to her had perished, seized 
upon her soul. 

" Obstinate to the last !*' exclaimed 
Guidobaldo, stamping with ungovernable 
fury and momentary hatred. << Perish 
then!*' and he rushed from her: but 
whether his desertion were fdgned, or if 
real might have been repented of, is 
uncertain, time was not giyen him to 
prove J for the vcnce of Loren^ calling 
from above, " We are safe ! the daftg^'s 
past !'* caused Ippolita to. sttyrt from the 
floor, and gliding past him, she was on 
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gerous as unpleasant; and consigning 
herself once more to solitude, she passed 
Guidobaldo, who stood aloof, eyeing her 
with baleful expression, and returned 
silently to the cabin. 

The bracera was not long in reaching 
the port for which. she now made; and 
while the necessary repairs were going 
on, which detained her into *he second 
day, (during which time. Ippolita was 
closely kept from sight,) the weather 
became calm, . and a tolerably fair wind 
was blowing, wlien they set sail again for 
the coast of Istria« 

No more dangers or delays awaited 
them^; and in the middle of the fifth 
night from that on which they had 
embarked near Rinu|ii, they passed the 
Capo d'Istria, and running along the 
coast, at length came to an anchor in ao 
unfrequented bay, in sight of a dismantled 
watch-tower. 

Ippolita and Lorenzo, whose tempo- 
rary kindness had disappeared, got into 
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a boat, which Guidobaldo and their infe- 
rior associate rowed. 

While heaving on the starless waves, 
guided solely by a light at the summit of 
the tower, and left to imagine' what was 
the fate appointed her, Ippolita shuddered 
at her own imaginations, and almost 
repented their late escape from the black 
flood upon which they floated* 

She addressed her brother more than 
once, with an enquiry of whither they 
were going? but he answered only in 
monosyllables ; and G uidobaldo preserved 
indignant silence. 

The sullen splash of their oars was toon 
the only sound which she heard on that 
dismal waste of water. The shore was as 
still and cheerless an the sea. 

Having gained some stone steps which 
advanced into the water, one of the party 
fastened the boat, and Lorenzo assisted 
his sister to land. A contradictory feel- 
ing, half joy at quitting an element she 
particularly dreaded, and alarm at what 
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might await her in a country of whicli 
she was not to know the name, made her 
limbs fail under her : she was forced to 
accept an arm of each of her tyrants ere 
she could drag herself forward to the 
postern of the tower. 

The repeated calls and knockings of 
her companions, were answered from 
within; arid shortly afterwards a stout 
rudtic appeared with a half-lighted torch, 
at the door. They hurried Ippolita in, 
and the whole party admitted, the gate 
was then fastened again. Not many 
minutes elapsed before they were joined 
by a robust young man, of a better mien, 
than could have been expected in the 
inhabitant of such a residence. Guido- 
baldo saluted him by the name of Ales- 
sandro; and enquiring for his mother, 
was answered, in Italian, that she was 
getting up ; and an , instant after, the 
person in question appeared. 

She came^ adjusting her dress, and 
bore the appearance of one who had once 
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lived in secondary society, and partaken 
largely of its vanities. 

With many remains of beauty, her fea- 
tures preserved an expression of girlish 
affectation, mixed with great worldly 
cunning, and the revolting bitterness of 
disappointed self-love. She threw her 
arms round Guidobaldo's neck with an 
ostentatious parade of familiarity, (an em- 
Inrace he seemed impatiently to endure,) 
then curiously eyeing Ippolita, drew die 
former aside, and exchai^ed a few sen- 
tences with him in whispers. He after- 
wards advanced to his bewildered cousin^ 
introducing the woman as Emilia Sagredo, 
his foster-mother and friend. 

Emilia then asked, with a supple smile, 
if the Signora chose some supper or pre- 
ferred retiring to rest. Ippolita gladly 
chose the latter; and rejoiced to find 
both these persons Italians, (their attend- 
ant having spoken German,) her spirits 
recovered the chill which struck them, 
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at sight of the dreary place she believed 
appointed for her grave. 

** I shall claim an audience to-morrow, 
Madam/' said Guidobaldo, haughtily, as 
he made way for her to pass him. " For 
your own sake, and that of your kindred, 
I advise you to consider well, before you 
give th^ last blow to my romantic passion. 
I shall know how to separate my friend 
here, from those who oppose and outrage 
me. I will move heaven and earth but 
he shall be seated in the place your uncles 
ei^pect to occupy !" 

Ippolita simply bowed her^head, and 
passed on. 

Lorenzo's sjelfish heart leaped at Guido- 
baldo's threat, and Ippolita's firmness; 
for these opened to him a prospect of 
brighter advantages thap he had even 
anticipated by conquering her aversion 
to her cousin. Not endeavouring, there- 
fore, to detain her, be too, coldly bade 
her good night. 

When Ippolita reached her apartment. 
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which was at the top of the tower, sh€^ 
found it scantily furnished^ and extremely 
cold : but she never allowed herself to 
fed ndinor evils; and dismissing Emilia, 
who conducted her to it, before that tor-, 
rent of compliments was let loose, with 
which her countenance seemed big, she 
commended herself to Heaven, and over 
wearied with many feelings, sunk asleep 
aftaid the hollow moan of night winds, 
and the melanchply cry of sea birds. 

Soon after sun-rise the ensuing day, 
Emilia's voice awakened Ippolita. A; 
serene autumnal morning, shining through 
the /single casement and many loop-holes 
<^ her prison-room, and the fresh s^a air 
which entered with it, re-animated Ippo- 
lita's courage by invigorating her. frame. 
Sbe quickly arranged her simple habiii- 
ments> and finding her way down stairs, 
was directed by the voipe of hpr brother 
to the h^U in which he sat with Guido- 
baldo. 

They were in close conference over a 
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wood ^^ whidi til^e seasoOt and the 
3tone walls of all tlie a{>artiDeiits la the 
tower, rendered necessaiy. Arttdebrtok* 
fast was placed beSne them, of whieb 
they bade her partake; and thisn- both 
sat silent. 

Her scanty meal was soon finished: 
when it was done^ Guidobaldo, who had 
wrought hknself up to the temponuy 
laesolutioQ of letting^her sufier the jJunish* 
mentofwhat he termed her ungratefid 
obstinacy! in hope that she, in her.tuin» 
m^ht sue to him, rose, and told Lorecoo 
he would go and hurry the preparatioBs 
foft their departure. 

*« And whither go you ?** asked Ippo- 
lita» turning her trouUed eyes upon her 
brother. 

<< Back to Italy/' he replied, catc^ig 
away his head, <^ whither you nemr 
return, but as Guidobaldo's wi£^** 

«« Then this is tny tomb P' exdaitned 
Ippdiita, with a mixture of despair and 
resolutikm. 
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Ouidobaldo's frown, as he drew nearet 
the door, seemed intended to strike her 
with the death she anticipated ; bot he 
qioke not ; -^ he only bit his lip. 

Lorenzo rose. — " Bethink yourseUT^ 
Ijqpolita," he said, peevishly j " you idll 
be left here among strangers, without 
occupation or amusement ; never to stir 
without some one to watch your steps— ^ 
nor allowed the slightest communication 
fdth any of your kindred. You will live 
and die here, unknown ; and all this 
because you pretend to set up a weak, 
womanish prepossession, against my 
authority, and the duty you owe the 
family cause.*' 

Lorenzo did not in reality mean the 
extent of what he said ; he cheated \m 
conscience when it ccmdemned him for 
thus tyrannizing over his orphan sister* 
by the assurance that he intended only to 
confine her where she was, till Guido- 
baldo should h^ve done him all the s«*« 
vices he expected, or the Emperor paid 

VOL. II. K 
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iitto his hands, th^ impOTbant ddbt she 
claimed. And caring for Guidobaldo only 
s an instrument of fortune, he, knew 
that he might in either case, easily find 
some unsuspected mode of acquakitiiig 
Giuliano M^ith her retreat; when her 
Enlargement would be the immediate coft« 
sequence, and his own compact with her 
fi^ce lover, apparently preserved. 

GuidcAaldo, too, had his private pdiqri 
and while he enacted the part of a loi^r 
soured into hatred by Ippcdita's coldness 
and deter];nined to punish her with eter- 
nal captivity, he planned a Ktum by 
himself, when long confinement mi^t 
be expected to have lowered her hi^ 
q^irit,; and then jbe would renew the 
tempting offer of that coveted documaM:» 
and find her, perhaps, roused to s^ze sudi 
l(. revenge, upon her brother. 

** 1 was left by my &ther to the 
guardianship of my uncle Giuliano,'' said 
Ippdita with gentle dignity, after Lo« 
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ttnzo had spoken ^ ** he has neveif wishef ' ' 
to^influeitee my conduct tdtrards Gruido^ 
baklo.—^I lament the pam I give my 
cousin } and would gladly testify my gta^ 
titude to him and his brave father, for 
tibie great services they have tried to ren«> 
der us, at so much cost* of their blood 
,$Ad estates : but even gratitude* does not 
exact the sacrifice of all our earthly hap- 

4}«iidobaldo mutteifed an implreeation^ 
mid'i^t another deadly glance at faer« 
' Ippolita went on. **If I am' eooSmed 
hiere in the hope- that I sfaidl be wearied 
outy and so give my hand at iast, wbece 
my heart never can b^ giVen^you' arte 
mistaken ! -^ And if I am confined here in 
tl^ hq>e that I shall &ially yfeld txp my 
islaim to* the inheritonce b€fqu6athed me 
by my father, you areas much miisfakem 
— I am bound by sacred obligations not 
to do either. -^On the morning of the 
ba(tle (^ the (Grarigliano, when my dear 
parent thought he might fall in ih' 
K 2 
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fleMi he made me pitmilse never td 
slacken my exertions to recover a' ^debty 
wbich waji the only legacy he could .leave 
me and his oinhappy followers. I shall 
be but his steward, for that mfoney^ 
Lorenw, if I obtain it : a very small 
portion will bfe enough for my dafl^ 
diminishing desires : the rest belongs 4o 
allwhohttve lost and suffered for us. -— 
Thus, then, I never abandon my pursuit 
of justice in that business, while HeoFasn 
grants me life. And for wedding Gusdb- 
f)aldo'--^'tis ittipoesible ! — be himselfiras 
witness of the r vow I made to the Mar- 
quis Valombrosa, on the evening whidi 
tore me from // bei Deserto : he heacd 
me declare in the holy name^f God^ that 
if I were not to be Valombrosa's wife, I 
would devote myself to Heaven^ And to 
that vow I adhere in a prison, or at the 
stake/' 

*^ Your martyr q^rit shall be well tried, 

-Madam !'' s^ Guidobaldo, bursting at 

wee into vindictive Airy, and rushing 
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from the apartment. — " Let us begone, 
de Medici !*' 

Ippolita caught Lorenzo's cloak, as he 
Ivas obeying the fierce ma»d?ite. " Who 
are the people I am with?? she cried 
wildly : ** for God*s sdke tell me! if I 
att^ to be left solely in the hands of 
€ruidobaldo's creatures-^ Lorenzo, I care 
not for my life — but there is a fear h— 
ia thought dfmadness,*— (burning blushes 
cwtared her face as she spoke,) protect 
me from that !-~ consider ' your own 
honoi^ is bound up with mine, hateful as 
I may be to you ! -r— If you have any pity 
in your breast «*— any touch of human 
pity — save me, save me from thatP 
And now fear alone possessed her cheek as 
well as her heart ; she. was pale as a^6& 
•V ¥ Your obstinacy deserves ^is !" 
exclaimed Lorenzo, peevishly; ^^l^.ine 
go!- 

•* You cannot, —dare not, be so vile!*' 
exclaimed Ippolita, transported out^ of 
herself, wringing her haads, and dei^>e- 
K S 
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^^^ely gwiiig round, as if fot some 
avenue to escape, or some we^^on of 
•sal&destruction. ^< My wrong? *-^ when I 
am killed by tbem-^ will 'readi the ears 
of those they cannot ^ reach now — the 
tvi^y winds of heaven will carry thec^ if 
jooan does: not -*- and then infkmy and 
dMth must pursue you! '^ What! your 
^ter ! -^- Your £ither'^ ccmipanion in aH 
.bk^^efs ! -^ You would leave Jier, in this 
cyomal places at the mercy of a wreteh^i 
lawless^ revengefial jmsskm 1^ i' 

¥€Uiidobaldo goes with me,^ ifepliBi 
Zi^renzo^ <^and tibevaffimr is arranged. 
.Ilheiwoiiian issre is his ^ter^oxiother; smd 
of^appxoved fkl^ty/V 
V <• Yes^ fkithfiil to him, doubtless!" 
ladfthned the frantic ^olita ; <* the 
worse for me !*— ^Guidobaldo is &lse to 
:yonLorenzo, I'll be sworn he is ! he wiU 
return — and no friendship for you, no 
awe of our illustrious name will protect 
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those veins,*' said Lorenzo imperious^ 
looking on the swoUea and beating arto> 
ries of her struggling arms, aa sfas eadea^ 
voured to wind t&eni round hint, *f thoi:^ 
it be spurious blood, was enou^ Sar n» 
to guard it from poUutioiu After a dis- 
pute just as we were embarking 3i¥ith }sou, 
(whidi had well nigh snipped our iK»lp 
in twain,) Guidolmldo ^ swore to me, . oa 
tiie faith of a knight, that be will reii;«p 
, tile beauty he t>ver-rrates so pcepostap- 
ously ; and to make t^is more certain, I 
Iwve insisted on leaving ^Reuati beMnd, 
to watch Guidobaldo's people. You need 
iaot seek to tamper with that man's fide- 
lity to me, for it is not to be corrupted: 
but I give you leave to call up<Hi him as 
your defender, whenever real inmilt 
attacks you. — ^ Farewell I" 

<* One moment more ! -r- Lorenzo 1 
dear Lorenzd P' Ippolita scarcdy kneM, 
what terms she used while dinging to 
him. << May he indeed be trusted ? -^ 
Merdftd Heaven, wlmt will become of 
K 4 
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»€? — O promise never to lose si^t of 
Gxiidobaldo ! — If he disf^pears frpm you^ 
hasten hack, Q hasten, and save me from 
:wprse th^ death ! — As you hope for 
mercy in your dying hour, I charge you 
promise me this/' 

Lorenzo, who was just dashing through 
the door, looked back at this appeal; 
aad seeing her. prostrate, with a counte- 
i^ceof morjtal paleness, hands locked 
together, eyes fixed in wild supfdicatioa^ 
and large drops of s^ony pouring fiom 
her brow, he gave her a kinder look, and 
raised her up. 

♦* It is your own fault, Ippolita,^' he 
said, " hut take comfort ! — my affairs — 
my interest — the interest I mean, of our 
party^ makes me seem unkind. While 
you are at large, you act under your uncle 
Giuliano's management, and traverse all 
that I think right. — I will not sufifer any 
t^bI barm to happen to you ; and events 
may turn up, which m^: do away the 
necessityfor your detention. Notaword^ 
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liowever, of suth a prospect to Gui- 
dobaldo. Attempt nothing desperate ! 
, Count your beads and pray, and ydu may 
ftncy yourself in a nunnei'y* — ^Rirewell/' 
He stooped his cheek to the kiss t>f 
sudden transport, which the action 6f the 
amazed IppoHta tendered. There is 
something in signs of dj9&etioh, which 
fioften even the hardest heart, when 
^irnestly given by lips they are conscious 
*b€y ought to love. 

• LoretiKO, for the first time in his life, 
l^t his sister's dasp round his neck; and 
found it hard to shake oC He gently 
tried to disengage himself j but Ijipolita 
clung to him with greater energy, and 
bursting into a pai^ion of tears^ called 
him by every tender name expressivel of 
gratitude and hope. ' ,.. -f 

A sudden thought Crossed the selfish 
mind of Lorenzo. He skt down and 
drew her with him; and as he supported 
her agitated frame against his shoulder, 
said in a low vofce, *« Ippolita, thereis yet 
K 5 



iSOU THE FAST OF ST. HAODALBN. 

a way lor you to regain my fikndshqp, and 
mi^e me drop 6uidobald<^s i^uiU lUi^ati 
telif me that although Valombrosa^ 
iKrttund was a sore one, his jrecovery is 
fK>ssfl)le^«^Now, if you will eng^e to 
win this lover of your^s to lead the i^ 
we are hatching against the Gonfalraicnr^ 
you shall have m>erty» and his hand 
a he likes it^ for your reward. -— Niri^t 
liberty befbrdiand. A word from me^ 
andaflerive are gmie> Renati shall find 
a way to get joa back to // helDesertOm 
There will bie, nothing wonderful in his 
fiddity yielding to a woman's pleadings; 
aiid GuidobaVio» thereft»r^ will have no 
cdbur &r r^roacbing me with being^ 
accessary to your escape.'' 
. Ippdita tore lierselfout of her brother's 
arms. — ^ I^eave me i— learn me to myt 
filter' she erie<i averting h^ fiicei «nd 
motioning, him away with her hwd, 
^ lei^e me, IxMrenzo^ before I say what my 
sijkuatioil renders madness. Valombrosa'a 
himouris in his ownkeeinng^ and I wnuld 
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aot tempt Mm even toxisk it» thoii§^it^ 
were to gain aQ I covet in hkV* 

» What!^* interrapted Lorenzo^ staift- 
mg up fha, his features enflaming with 
anger^ ^* do you call it dishonoiir tci 
eqpou^e the cause of your family ?^' 

^< He thinks it so/* xqilied Ippc£ta^ 
^^ at least to the extent you wish^ and 
what conscience refuses, I know love 
wffl never extort from him. Let my 
tmde Giuliano see him» and if it be true 
that the Gon&loniere's policy is leadiag 
Florence into French chains, the calm 
reasonings of that dear uncle jnay con* 
vince Valombrosa that it is patriotism to 
lend his power and iniaence ta the party 
which would act on sotmder principles; 
Neither tiireats nor blandishments can 
sway Valdmbrosa — nor would I wish 
them ! Convince him, and you gain him/* 

** *Tis ambition, not conscience!** 

exclaimed Lorenzo, angrily, ** he looks 

to filture power for hknseif* His lavish 

prodiigality has no otha* ainv than to 

K 6 



tOi TH£^ FAST OF ST.MAQBALSN. 

secure the mob ; and when Soderini dies^ 
your disinterested Marquis will find him- 
self just at the right age to step into the 
Yacsmt dignity. — This dagger shall reach 
himfirstr 

Lorenzo struck his sword hilt as he 
spoke, and bursting open the door^ rushed 
from the room. 

Ippolita would have fcdlowed> but sefe- 
ipg Guidobaldo through the narrow pa»* 
sa^9 standing at the entrance of' the 
postern, she retreated into the aparC- 
meat, where she watched, in bresUlitess 
i^;any, the signs of their departure* Their 
voices, and those of their two humUe 
ooUeagues, ig^re heisird for some tiow 
within the tower ; then the sounds came 
from the beadi} by degreies were fiunter^ 
and at last entirely ceased.^ 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

IppoLiTA then concluded they were goneu 
A strange stillness, at that conclusion, 
eacceeded to her turbulent feelings of 
the moment before : she was released 
from a persecutor, but she was also 
deprived of a protector ! She was left to 
an indefinite tenn of cheerless confine- 
ment! without a single object of interest 
or occupation; with which to vary her 
monotonous existence ; and days, weeks, 
months, y^rs, might pass without her 
ever hearing of the persons deareist ta her 
soul. 

Alas! what would be their feelings 
while ignorant of her fate? It was in 
vain that Ippolita sought to moderate the 
anguish with which she considered these 
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things, l)y enumerating the unexpected 
consolations she had just received from 
the hand of Heaven* Valombrosa Kved, 
— her uncle was at liberty — her brother- 
had appointed one of hi» own followers 
to protect her from personal insult ; and 
he had even allowed her to see that her 
union with Guidobaldo was a secondary 
consideration with him ; that in sIkmI:, a 
rupture between those confederates (a 
thing by no means unlikely) might induce 
him to give her truer friends a due to 
find hen 

As Ippalita recapitulated all that had 
passed between her and this self-wflled 
brother, she wept to Hiink how unwor* 
thy he discovered himself of the name 
he bore. To the selfish and tyrannical 
oppressiveness which bis former conduct 
exemplified, was added a cowardly cl^- 
canery, which withered springing affec- 
tion, by taking away the only schI it can 
robtin, tiuth and honour. 

Guidobaldo, too, haddiowed his £imi- 
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liarity wth deception, when he ofifered 
her the very document, with the promise 
of withholding which, he 1^ bribed 
Lorenzo to aid his lawlesii scheme. 
They were, indeed, fit coaidjutors; but 
they were her kinsmen ! 

How brightly, then, shone the ;dea of 
Valombrosa (dimmed only by a speck or 
two of. human imperfection) in contrast 
with such dark images ! ' That assurance 
of unsullied integrity, which he had 
given her in their last interview, throbbed 
joyfully at her heart, and was as firmly 
trusted to, as thmigh uttered by the 
tongue of aa angel. And while she 
bdieved him still the best and noblest of 
mankind, she could think of his mental 
grie& wttb« tearful resignation, and his 
bodily sufferings with h(^. 

So important a life, she thought, 
must b^ preserved iat a long career of 
lulefulness : but even while that persuasioa 
supported her failii^ soul, ^e felt it 
needed confirmation \ and she detenmned 
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to bend all her pbwers of conciliation to 
win from Renati some account of 
Valombrosa*s state, and, if possible, 
some intelligence of Rosalia. For though 
of course the man had not actnaMy 
entered II bel DesertOj if he lurked i» 
its neighbourhood, he must have beard 
from the peasantry numerous detidlf 
about their beloved Lord and his sister/ 
And as Renati had reached the port* 
from which Lorenzo and his cotnpanic^tir 
embarked only just as they were leaylng* 
it, and as his jotirney was evidently not 
made so circiifitously as theirs, he must 
have ' remained long enough in Tuscany^ 
to acquire satisfactory information* 

To alhrre him, therefore/into convers* 
atibn on this subject, was a thing ixy 
desire; and Ippolita thus created Mfeot' 
herself in a moment, or rather a gracious 
Providence presented to hw, a pursuit, 
— ^^an object for hope, even in that sterile 
situation where it *emed as if neither- 
pursuit nor hope could bloom » 
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Her coqtemplations were interrupted 
by the entrance <rf Emilia; who came 
with a smile of dissembling courtesy on 
her Kps» bringing several pieces of very 
fine linen, and costly silk, which she laid 
down, and spread out before Ippolita; 
telling her that they were left for her 
use by her generous Lord, (who had 
brought them from the last port they 
touched at,) commanding her to take 
the Signora's orders for the lashion of 
their make. 

Ippolita cast a look, of mingled asto- 
nishment and disregard on the woman 
speaking to a wretched pcisondr about 
the fashion of garments : but as !^lmilia 
pressed her for a reply, adding a com- 
pliment on the luxuriant beauty of bar 
1^1^)6, she pushed the mocking vanities 
away, and said with momentary impa^ 
tience, " Let me have what . is suflScient 
fiM- decency ; — *tis alU.waut.*' And she 
arose and walked to a window* 

The woman, officiously followed. 
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^< I would be alone !'' said Ippolita, m 
her usual gentle tone. 

<< Then the Si^nora mu^ do me tht 
favour of returning to her apartment 
abover'' replied EmiUa, disguising her 
pi^ue under an air ei' complacent a(^i^ 
escence. « My orders are never to leave 
yon alone. Madam, unless you are at dw 
top of the tower, widi the door fasteaoedi 
When you are below, I must be idlo\rai 
the honour of becoming yojir ccnopaluon: 
and, when you walk in the garden, .either 
Ueniati, or my son, must ioBow yoitf 

** What an existence!'' exdaimtil 
If^lita piteousfy; ti^o recovering her 
firmness, added, ** You shall have no 
opposition from me in thsa disagreeable 
office; Qfily allow me solitude and my. 
own thoughts : •— - at present, at least. — * 
I am ready to attend you/' 

She sighed as she eqpdce; and that 
ogh, accompanied as it was by an air ot* 
touching resignation^ cheeked the in«> 
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tended remonstrance of Emilia^ who only 
courtesyed, and asked whether the Sig- 
nora would choose to look at their gar- 
den* 

" Though it lies so close to the sea,*' 
she said, << and though Alessandro like« 
fishing so much better than planting, he 
eoatrivea to make it keep us in vege^ 
tables* And there are still a few flowers^' 
and ^ few grapes left*'' 
, <f SoSat me to pass the next hours 
vitiiout any distraction o£ my thoughts ^ 
for I twve much to think of!" said Xppo« 
lito, putting her hand on her throUiing 
farehead. <^ I will join you in the even- 
ing, and look round my prison/' She 
smiled faintly, and slowly dscendin^ the 
stairs, was ushered into her <dieerleas 
apartment ; where, however, she nowfonnd 
a fire, and some additional articles of 
furniture. 

<< I am cAIiged to you»" she said, with 
jbhat sweet graoiousiiess which bad 
formerly unlocked for her so many hearts* 
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But Emilia's was that of a faded beauty^ 
disappointed in many an ambitious aim, 
through a life of coarse coquetry not 
always free from reproach, and the very 
charms of Ippolita were to Mich a 
woman causes of envious dislike. She 
had, however, a part to play, for the 
sake of her foster-child, whom she b* 
lieved she loved, because she was proud of 
his admired exterior, and expected mai^ 
vels from his bounty ; and she therefore 
renewed her oflfers of service, with obM^ 
quious civility. Declining further refresh- 
ment till their early supper hour, Ippo- 
lita once motfe agreed to quit her solitude, 
when Emilia should bring her evening 
tneal ; and the latter again courtesyiDg-, 
departed. 

When i^e was gone, Ippolita drew nigh 
ihe single window of her cell, and open* 
ing it, looked out. The first object her 
eye sought, was the bracera in which 
sbebeUeved her brother and GuidobaMa 
were embi^ked, and as she saw it stretch- 
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ing^ut to sea, her heart bounded with 
joy. 

•• For a long time she followed it with 
h^ ey^$f as if to aetsure herself that it 
fwas really destined for Italy, -^ for that 
dear Italy from which she was cut off by 
ihe very waves that were bearing them .to 
their country* Then recalling hei* long 
4Uid vain gaze, she looked at the surw 
^Qvaxding scene. 

r Di£ed;ly opposite i^read the green 
expanse of the Adriatic, beyond which 
lay Venice. To her left, the advancing 
43Qafit broken into bays and projecting 
in headlands intercepted ben downward 
;view towards the Mediterranean,; but to 
the right she could discover afar o^ the 
same smiUng intermixture of laerdaat 
jqusdivities and of glii;tertng towns,^ which . 
she had noticed the firist day of their 
voyage, and which she now looked £^t 
with fonder longing, and the wish to 
think that there must be protection ' neEir 
^0 many liabttatioos of her kkd* : 
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But as her eye returned to the home 
view, that credulous thought sunk : the 
dark tower stood alone, with not even a 
fisher's hut within reach of sight or sound 
from its walls* Her apartment was at its 
dizziest height ; and as her eye plunged 
thence, to the bare sands below, fiot 
even a leaf of ivy, or a single moiss of 
any kind, gave promise of assisting the 
descent of desperate adventure. She 
sighed, gave a tearful glance at Heaven, 
and retired from the window. 
' She then took up some materials fm 
£^male works, which were ostentatiously 
placed on j| tjable near her fire, and she 
thought, ^(Yf^ ^ beating heart, of the 
library at II bd Deserto, and the aniina(>« 
ing scene from its window : above all, she 
thouglit of the dear and intellecti^ 
society she had enjoyed there. A fuU 
tide of tears then came to her relief: she 
wept long, and abundantly ; after which 
her mind became more composed, and 
she was able to thiidc over the best meanfei 
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0£ rendering her present' residence sup- 
portable, and of conciliating the good- 
will of one or more of her gaolers. 

At the appointed hour, Emilia re-ap« 
peared with fruit and bread, and some 
vino di Santi Martin, which she equalled 
to its riv^l, the vino de R6; assuring 
Ippolita, that Alessandro had brought it 
hiniself from the vineyard, all the way 
aoross the Monte della Vena, though it 
cost^him a two days' journey at the risk of 
his own and his horse's neck, over that 
rugged road* 

J^poUta was familiar witii^the sight of 
both these celebrated winesi St tte tabl^ 
of Valombrosa, and she ifitiethbered 
that they were said to be the product of 
a single district clos6 to Trieste; sh6 
therefore calculated that she must now be 
on the Istrian coast, midway between thk 
port and Fiume. 

She was then in the dominions of the 
Bmperor, the former friend of her father ! 
This circumstance mi|;fat be essentially 
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serviceable to her : she therefore deter- 
mined, in the event of her escape, to 
throw herself at once into the hands of 
the constituted authorities of the first 
German town she should reach, and in 
her own respected pame, demand a safe 
conduct to the Imperial residence. 

To have discovered the geographical 
situation of her prison, was of impc»i> 
^nce, as it might guide her steps, were 
she so fortunate as to find means of flyiag 
frova it : inspirited by this unexpected 
success, she made Emilia sit down while 
she ate Some fruit, and asked a few 
seemingly unimportant questions. 

)ler frugal meal dispatched, and her 
companion's self-love unintentionally pro- 
pitiated by some remarks upon that supe- 
rior afir which seemed so little suited to 
the dreary retirement in which Ippolita 
saw her placed, they descended the stair- 
case togetlier, and passing through a side 
passage to a smaller door than that of the 
postern, went out into the garden. 
I 
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This Wis k rambUi:^ piece i^groted 
open to the sea, and abpiiig dowa tO)^ 
lowembattled wail on the shored ah%ber 
wall bdiind, and still Ughef Iw%m of 
wild aloe and fig on each side, defendAl 
it&ommtrusionbyland. Afewfloweiifig 
shrubs were scanttlymixod with the irai^ 
ireed and po<:4iarbs which coBstatiiibeii} its 
chief brnainents: and eaDceptaveryfineold 
chesnut-tree shading a bank purple wkh 
lavender, the {dace offered no attractions 
te taste. Yet Ippolita seated herself 
under the umbrageous boughs of the 
tchesnut, refreshed with the smell of tJie 
wild si^e which grows sd pibfiiadj ott 
the iidand hiHi^ and soothed by the tran- 
quillity of evening. 

The stars i^pearing ofae by one in ithe 
fading sky, the washing o£ the ^ tide 
against the shore, and the lowruisttUng 
of leaves above her head, would atanother 
time have invited her to mel»fic}ioIy 
coBte^iplatioh ; but noW she turned to 
£miUa, and as she raised her ^e to the 

VOL. u. L 
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ibigh and grey tower^ asked for what 
pitfpose it w^ built. < 
' Eimlia^s^answer to that and many other 
questions too, mildly put not to win a 
little complacency, informed Ippolita 
that I^er prison was one of those nume-^ 
rous watch-towers, formerly erected by 
private persons on the shores of the 
Mediterranean and the Adriatic, to 
defend their estates from the descent 
^f the Ottoman pirates, and that having 
become comparatively useless from the 
growth of large towns in its vicinity, it 
was now preserved as a beaconi for the 
use of fishermen, (vassals to its owner,) 
who went to catch gatto in a neighbour- 
ing gulf. 

Ippolita could not extort the name of 
its proprietor from her wary companion ; 
but she gradually discovered that he was 
an Austrian nobleman, under whom 
. Alessandro had served in the confederate 
war, and who had given him the idle 
post of keeping up the tawer, with a 
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smadl annuity, as recompence for some 
service rendered him in the field. 

Emilia more than once hinted that her 
son's early indiscretions had sunk him to 
so inferior a station ; apd at the same 
tiipe gave Ippolita to understand, that 
she was his companion solely to gratify 
her dearer foster-son the Signor Guido- 
baldo. 

Frcmi all this, Ippolita gathered that 
her detention on his estate was^ quite 
unknown to its German proprieto^^^ and 
that Guidobaldo had selected this situa- 
tion simply because he could place in it 
a creature of his own. 

To none of these conclusions, however, 
did Ippolita give utterance*. She was 
careful not to alarm h^r talkative com^* 
panion, (whose vanity happily formed a 
counterpoise to her cunning,) and she 
listened with the seeming air of mere 
courtesy, nevei: trusting her eyes from 
the shade of their dropping lashes. 

Emilia Was obvioqsly more pleased 
L 2 
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tfiCh talking of herself^ than eurious to 
laquire into, the history or feelings of 
others ; and though she artfliUy mingled 
Guidobaldo^s praises with every thing 
Si^ said, her discourse was principally 
made «p o£ the stories of her youth, when 
she was waiting-maid to a lady of the 
first chamber of the Duchess of Mantua, 
and forfeited her place because my Lord 
Doke eulogised her fine complexion. 
From this tale, the waning coquette pro- 
ceeded to narrate how she lost the hand 
rf the Prince Albamonte's grand fal- 
coner, &om the folly of listening to the 
Prince's fifth cousin, a gay libertine, wIkh 
after all, bad no honourable thought; 
and she added, by way of moral, << Ah ! 
my young lady, accept my advice, and 
don^ set too great a price on your beauty : 
Take a good olfer when it comes ; and 
be sure you will never meet with a hand* 
som^ nor a truer gentleman thm the 
Signor Guidobaldo ; and not often one 
with bett^ blood m his veins*** 



<< If I can resist that handsome and 
true Signor himself, when he pleads,** 
said Ippolita, trying to avert impertineat 
importunity l)y gentleness, "hpwioyou 
expect Are to yield merely to his advo- 
cate ? You will oblige me by silence on 
this subject. I thank you for your attend* 
^nce, and would now return into tlie 
ticlus6." 

She rose as she spoke, and Emilia 
yielding to the ttanquil dignity with 
which she enveloped hersdf in her veil, 
as if to forbid further conversatioOt 
respectfully followed. 

Ippolita retired immediately to her 
4>mn chamber, where she sat long, buried 
in deep and anxious thought. 

TTiat one conversation with Emilia 
tronvinced her that from such a woman 
any idea of succour would be folly, and 
that therefore it would better suit her 
purpose to lull her into security, by never 
attempting to interest or influence her. 
Vanity and avidity were developed as 
L S 
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the main springs of Emilia's, character, 
by the v^yious incidents she told of her 
past life } and it was therefore evident, 
that while she could feel of importance 
to Guidobaldo Alviano, by mmistering 
to his vengeance, or while she could 
reckon upon an ample reward from him 
for iJiiis temporary banishment in his ser- 
vice, Ippolita had sufficient experience 
of human nature to know that compas- 
sion would plead in vain for her enlarge- 
ment. There was nothing left, therefor^ 
but to win on the good-will of Renatj. 
who might perhaps, as an adherent of 
the Medid, find it harder to resist the 
pleadings of Piero de Medici's orphan 
daughter. 

" And if he is not to be won,'* she 
said to herself, after long and agitated 
reflection, " am I to end my days here ?V 
and she looked round her narrow apart- 
ment, where the dying embers, and a 
lamp just extinguishing, cast quivering 
and ghastly gleams over e\ety :article . of 
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its sordid furniture. " Let none link 
themselves to one who bears the fatal 
name of Medici !** she added wildly ; <* it 
is a name accursed. Untimely deaths, 
exile, and imprisonment, are the destiny 
ormyrace! O Valombrosa, and I would 
have wished thee linked to such a &te ! 
O no, no! live on, live on! and not fc^ 
me! We were not born under the same 
stars, and must not unite. My bleeding 
path Ues through dark and stormy, wil* 
dernesses *, thine through light, and &a* 
grance, and joy !'* 

She guided into tears as she spoke} 
ajid while the instant recollection of Va- 
lombrosa's late extreme sufferings came 
over her, sh^ felt that in reproaching him 
with happiness, she was querulcmsly 
increasing the load of her sorrows, by sd 
separating all their sympathies. 

Ashamed of such weakness, and alarmed 

at the almost imperceptible advances of 

selfish sensibility, she threw herself on 

her knees, and repeated her Kiightlysup^ 

L 4 



2S4 TRi; FAST OF ST.lklAOBALEN. 

plication for firmer and nobler feelings ; 
ifter wh^hy she retired to ber pallet, and 
closed « her eyes for the Second ni^^ 
vnde£! the roof of strangers and enemies, 
loitent on the hope of winning some inteU 
li^gencafr^B Renati> for many successive 
days and weeks Ippolita forced herself 
to endure the frequent society of Emilia^ 
within the tower^ that she might, with 
less fiHispicion, convene with thefonier 
in the garden. Alessandro dpent most 
part lof his time in fishing, perhaps to kwp 
watch by sea; but Renati was either 
fcmd.of gardening, or glad to seek any 
occupation to vuy the wearisome lifd he 
bad in common with the other inhabitants 
of the watch-tower. Ippolita gradually 
assumed, and indeed felt the same incli- 
aatibn ; and tlioiigh the season of the 
year was little favourable to such pursuits^ 
(being now the end of November,) she 
contrived to makp employment for her- 
self in removing the fallen leaves, and 
nursing a few lingering flowers. 
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She often loitered near Renati, ^ile 
he was more usefully occupied in protects 
ing and ^planting winter vegetables, td 
converse with him on subjects of interest 
to them both; the past hardships and 
present views of her exiled family. 

Renati always answered explicitly and 
respectfully; but he had such a stern 
look of resolute fidelity to the trust 
reposed in him, that it was long ere she 
durst venture to tempt him into the 
slightest disobedience. 

To ascertain the exact situation of those 
at // bel DesertOf when this man left its 
neighbourhood, was the object of her 
fervent wishes, and she one day insinu^ 
ated the question with an air of appre* 
hensive entreaty, which might have 
welted less stubborn principles. 

Renati rested upon his spade, and mig- 
taking the. meaning of the action with 
which she accidentally refastened the 
costly clasp of her bracelet, said i^uUenly, 
<^ You had better not make me yout eaemy» 
h S 
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La<Jy> by showing that you think 1 am to 
be bought. I swore by the cross, to. the 
Signor Lorenzo, never to answer one of 
your questions about the Marquis Valom- 
brosa — never to aid or abet your escape 

— or to wink at another person's assist- 
ing in it — and never to see you afironted 
or ill-used by any one. Now, as you 
fexpcct me to keep the last part of my 
oath, don't try to make me break the first. 
But you may try — I am like this flint'- 

— And he struck his spade upon one, 
while speaking. 

Ippolita fixed her eyes on him : — that 
look read him thoroughly. She sighedi 
and bowing her head, said, " Well Renati, 
I honour your fidelity, but I think it a 
principle ill-applied here. To keep me 
in such cruel uncertainty about the situ- 
ation of friends deservedly dear to me, is 
adding torture to imprisonment. Be it 
so, however, since it is Heaven's will !" 

The gentle emphasis which she laid 
upon the word heaven, and the air of 
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self-denying dignity with which she moved 
away,, touched the hardy soldier more 
than h^r late timid supplications : he 
liftjed . his cap as she passed, saying,. 
'" I am very sorry. Lady, that my Lord 
thinks it right to order this ; but it is my 
(iuty to obey, and not to question him — 
and the M^^rquis Valombrosa is .his stoutest 
enemy at Florence*" 
^ Ippolita noticed Renati's blunt expres- 
sion of concern, with an inclination of 
her head, and a watery smile; then retired 
to the lower end of the garden, where 
^he sat down on the embattled wall, and 
sunk into thought 

, That thought, naturally turned fii;st to 
Heaven^ acknowledging the command to 
submission, and imploring for grace ta 
obey it j aftd while, she felt the violent 
pulsation of her roqsed heart gradually 
abating, she owned the salutary eflfect of 
time and trials upon human .character. 
At sixteen she would have rooted R^oati's 
prejudice against Valombrosa, by vain 
L 6 
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arguments, and haye given my to imma^ 
derate lamentations^ because disappointed 
of her dearest hope. At two-and-twenty 
she listened in silence j she wept} but 
she submitted. 

Such is the progress of j^eason ! — It 
oecomes stronger from more frequent 
conjSicts with, the passions. In our 
infancy complaint is almost i^ontaneously 
indulged, because by it we get our bodily 
ills alleviated, and our wants satisfied. 
This circumstance so connectis the two 
ideas of complaint and relief, that experi- 
ence alone can disunite them. Thus, in 
youth, when we are struck by any cala- 
mity, we give loose to lamentation ; but 
when we have reached maturity, we com- 
plain seldom, though we pray oftener; 
and we do so, because we no longer 
expect relief from any other hand than 
that of God. 

At this moment, Ippdita resolutely 
resisted the bias of fond afifection, which 
leads us to imagine the worsts when the 
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life most precious to us, is placed in 
danger : and still as she found the arms o£ 
reason fail in that hard combat^ she 
sought the succours of religion. 

Reason assured her, that if Renati'a 
intelligence had not been favourable to 
her wishes, and adverse to those of 
Lorenzo, the latter would not have 
expressed such vexation at it : and rdi^ 
gion taught her, that if the Good are pre«> 
maturely withdrawn from this world, it 
is, that they may the earlier* enjoy the 
blessedness of another. 

There were many rational grounds also 
for hope of her own release ere the lapse 
of many months. If her uncle Giuliano 
were indeed free, (and Kenati's testi- 
mony confirmed Guidobaldo's truth in 
that business,) and Valombrosa in life, 
both their effi>rts would be s^arately or 
jointly exerted todiscover her place of con- 
cealment, and to release hen — The same 
event might occur from a disagreement 



230 THE FAST OF 8T. MAGDALBK. 

between Guidphaldo and her brother, the 
tnot of whose friendship was slack enoi^h 
to admit of being untied by any great 
advantage privately oJSered to either; 
or some unexpected mode of escape 
might providentially present itself when 
sheieast hoped it. 

As her eye wandered over the grey 
stretch of i^ea, and she tried to fancy she 
could discern the outline of the Venetian 
coast beyond, a vague feeling that by this 
way she was to escape, took possession 
of her mind. Yet none but fishers* 
boats came near enough the shore for 
her to communicate with them ; and she 
was so carefully watched both within and 
without doors, that she never had a singly 
moment alone, exceptwhen removed from 
all possibility of attracting attention, in 
her unscaleable chamber. 

Still the fancy remained ; and willing 
to soothe herself even with delusions, she 
courted its stay. 
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Having decided that by making fruit- 
less attempts to gain over her gadiers, she 
should only rouse them into greater 
watchfulness, and aware that she. had 
nothing to tempt them with, in opposi- 
tion to the rewards or promises of her 
fierce oppressor, Ippolita determined to 
go on> as if acquiescing in her destinyi 
She therefore withdrew more from the 
company of Emilia, which disgusted her^ 
because that woman's conversation was 
so mixed with personal flattery and 
impertinent urgings of Guidobaldo's suit; 
and she no longer stopped *beyond a few 
moments, to converse with fienati, as 
she took her melancholy, at last mecha- 
nical walk in the now leafless garden. 

Without books, or means of exercising 
any of those elegant arts which slie had 
acquired under the eye of her uncle 
Giuliano, and practised in the delightful 
circle at libel Deserto ; denied every 
implement for writing; she could vary 
her hours only by the change from rest to 

II 
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exercise, from the homely employment of 
spinning flax, to the absorbing one of 
infinite retrospection. 

How many pleasing images of child- 
hood and youth, rose to her memory at 
these times, as if* ascending from the 
depths of some dark sea, where they had 
sunk and lain forgotten ! What crowds 
of buried hours in later years, revived 
again ! 

Ippolita lived anew through the stormy 
period of her father's life, and the chec- 
quered yet gentler period of her uncle 
Giuliano*s protection ; and once more 
she breathed the air, and heard the farni^ 
liar sounds of // belDeserto. 

In Florence she had first tasted the ex- 
quisite delight of loving Valombrosa and 
his sister : but it was ill their country r^U 
dence that affection was perfected; so 
that with // bel Deserto all her dearest 
recollections were associated. She would 
sit on the low flinty wall of the watch- 
tower garden, thinking over those vanished 
8 
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daysi till the naked beach before her, the 
cheerless sea, and distant sail, **-* the 
withering herbage around, and the barren 
hiBs behind, were all lost in the dream of 
memory and love. 

The portico at //^/D^^erft) illumin- 
ated by the crystal lamp o£ heaven, 
Rosalia smiling under it, Valombrosa's 
graccdfiil %ure jirat touched shy that pare 
light while he leaned ^^nst a piflar 
repeating a line of Petrarch, or murmur- 
ing as he held and unconsciously struck 
his sister's lute a few untaught notes of 
such wild and rich sweetness that the 
ear thirsted for more, formed this waking 
vision! 

Sometimes that voice, in the delightful 
tone of every-day intercourse, came over 
the trance of Ippdita, as though it actu* 
ally entered her sense j and then she 
would start from her dream in a wild 
transport — alas! not to be realized! — 
tears, bitter and long-flowing tears^ fpl- 
lowed. 
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^ There were moments when her sick 
soul pined so painfully for one tone of that 
dear voice, one look of that beloved face» 
that it seemed as though she could not 
live, unless its yearning was gratified; 
but we mtist live, sufkr as we may I Let 
^ not those sufferings therefore be deemed 
light merely because the sufferer lives on : 
Ippolita did not die, yet she experienced 
many moments bitter as death itself. 

Without visible means of distracting 
ker tlioughts, she was unavoidably led to 
the contemplation of one subject, and as 
thiat was the only one she could couple 
with the possibility of future happiness, it 
, was natural that to it she should turn, 
from present weariness and disgust. 

Many were the conjectures she formed 
upon the nature of Valombrosa^s secret 
distress, which not even the bold asser- 
tions of Lorenzo, (though these were in 
som? measure justified by the character 
of their tinaes^ and of their country,) 
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could mpJke her for an- instant l^li^ve . 
were connected with' guilt* ' 

Imagination grew out of iaiaginationj 
but none kept root: they rose and 
withered ! Ippolita could but pray and 
hope that in conformity with the e£fect 
he said was akeady produced on it by ' 
time, every day wotild ameliorate his 
grief; and that whatever might be her 
fate, peace and prosperity would await 
him. 

She dwelt upon, the soft image of 
Rosalia, with melting tenderness ; aad 
while, she thought of Prince Angdo 
Rossano, and put together a few. simple 
incidents scarcely noticed at the moment^ 
some touching, visions flitted before her» 
Cold, indeed, is the heart which has never 
built an airy castle for another ! Besides 
this occupation of reverie, Ippolita made 
, a second supply the place of books : she 
tasked her memory for all the passages 
of favourite authors read at // M Deserto ; 
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and ihen again she would seem to hear 
the voice of Valofxdi)ro8a. 

Or she would remember how often its 
peculiar depth, and sweetness, and ex- 
presfiMon, would strike her, when he took 
the Tcdume even from Rossano, whose 
tones at other times a]^>eared remarkaUj 
soft and agreeable. 

From recollecting the compositions <^ 
poets, her own ruder attempts (for she 
inherited the family facility of clothk^ 
their thoughts in rhyme) by degrees 
returned to her mind, and prompted her 
to pour out her preset feelings in similar 
strains. 

Tliis habit became at once her solace 
and her occupation; and the tears she 
shed while r^eatii^ her sad elegies, 
were so many relie& to her burthened 
heart. 

Often did her muse take a nobler 
flight, and waft her spirit to the throne 
of Eternal Wisdom and Goodness j and 
it was thence she derived real and lasting 
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comfort. But even thither the image of 
Valombrosa accompanied her; and the 
recollection of his fervent piety, a piety 
so beautiful in the plenitude of youth 
and health and joy, would mingle in her 
aspirations after higher things, and alarm 
her, lest even such a recoSection at 8^ch 
a time were sacrilegious. 

One day while censuring herself for 
this frailty, some stanzas returned to her 
memory, wfiich had arisen almost as 
involuntarily at the period of their com- 
position. Their scene was the chapel 
of // bel Be^srtOf where so often the 
heaven-rapt soul of Valombrosa won her's 
back to earth ; and she repeated them to 
herself with a compunctious feeling of 
merited sufferiiig. 

** O conscious heart ! wby beat*!! tbou fO, 
These sacred walls within? 
Why must thy heav'n-aspiring ^ow 
Be quencb'd, perhapst imaiik? 

^ For is't not sifi, to kneel and pray 
IVith wandfriDg mini aod tyes. 
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Yielding thy betteri&n a prey 
To aught beneath the skies? 

m 

" What though he's kneeling by thy side 

Widi deeply 'earnest air; 
- Though mugic pour devotion's tide 

In his 8carce-murmur*d prayer ; 

*« Though all on that dear brow be drost 
In beams of stainless youth ; 
And all within that gen'rous breast 
Be tenderness and truth ; 

«< Though as his sightless sister's form 
On his fond arm is staid, 
Her looks proclaim that bosom warm 
For her and goodness made ; 

** Though pure as light his soft eyes lend 
A holier fire to mine ; 
Yet is it sin his thought to blend 
With thought of things divine." * 

' Ippolita might have added, and is it 
not sinful to admire so vividly a creature^s 
adoration of his God ! — a creature's gra- 
titude for blessings bestowed ! ^— a crea- 
ture's supplication for pardon of sin ! — 
Are not all these things but so many acts 
of boundeii duty and of reasonable ser- 
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vice? Alas! how imperfect is human 
nature ! The tender, who renounce as 
follies, those idols of the world, wealth, 
distinction, luxury, and pleasure, have 
their idols in some few objects which they 
too fondly love, and too highly exalt 
above othei's; and for this idolatry, as 
much as for. that grosser sort, there is 
a chastisement ! That chastisement Ip-p 
polita was suffering now, in her removal 
from the places and persons to which she 
had allowed her heart so to attach itself; 
and acknowledging the justice of the 
correction, she bowed, and submitted. 
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CHAPTER XX. 

Ippouta's isubmisi^on was far diflferent 
from inactive endurance. She Ceafted 
not to c(H)sider the means of escape, and 
to pursue a plan for that purpose. 

The only one which offered itsdf to 
het mind with any degree of hope, dle^ 
pended on so many lucky dUmces Hot 
success, that while resolving to attempt 
it, she yet sighed over its precariousness* 
Her sex and situation rendered it mad4i^ 
ness to think of breaking lier prison 
unassisted ; and she was so entirely de- 
barred all personal or epistolary inter-? 
course with persons beyond her prison 
walls, that to make her case, known to 
them seemed nearly impossible. Yet it 
was towards ths^t mode of conveying 
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mformatioatoh^ friends, that she looked 
for deliverance. 

. If she could make her nefedle supply 
Ihe,plac6 of a pen, and get her sitiiatioii 
so stated, to any passing yesi^l^ it was 
probable that some one. there; nught be 
sufficiently interested by such an incident, 
9s either to seek her:themselv)e8,(0r .to 
forward the document to her relations 
namedin it. ! / , 

f Inspirited by the bare posinbility of 
tins, ^e soon wtx»jght as inany lines upon 
tlie^ilk of her hwdkerqhief as told:her 
iiame and situation, directing the* finder 
irhe^e to seek her uncle the Cacdinal, 
or; her friend Prince Angelo Rossanp;^ 
.Vaiooiibrbsa's name she woiild nol couple 
with th^ of a Medici; yet she tboogfat, 
with tearfiul tendemesB, thai he, i£: still 
in life# would be the first to haitten to her 
rescue. 

.This work she carrfaUy^^ecfleted about 
her person, while it was in pFogeea» ; and 
when com{deted» as one of her em^y«> 

voj.. n^ M 
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me&ts waa the construction of little osier 
baskets, she enclosed it in one of these^ 
defending it as well as she could against 
the admissioaiJdrwater, and trusting that 
Frovidquce woifld ordain it to reach some 
benerolent hand. 

Thii part of her task done^'lier next 
waste ¥^^atch4he appearance of every sail, 
the sound of every oar, which ^proached 
the coast. Few, alas ! did approach ; 
except fidft^'-boats, the crews of rwbich 
were too igiuH^nt to read even their own 
mixed language^ and too stupid, if they 
had dofie i^p, to concern themselves^ in 
bec^ fate^: vand wfaea a' vessel of better 
iqvpeacance x)viie within possible rdich, 
it uni£urmly haf^ened when hercgaoleis 
wire ail at thdr: different posts, conse- 
qiienitty :Sure^ to tdetect> and baffle any 
attempt at conveying iiktelligence to iu 

As the winter advanced, however,^ their 
vigilance relaxed^ with their belidf of its 
being less necessary. Fewer vessels navi- 
gated the Adriatic, at that season^ the 
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days were shorter} and the wfeather 
rendered it impessiUe for Ij^j^dita to live 
so much in the open air as she had done 
when she firfet came to the tower* 
. She now passed tiie principal part of 
the shorteiwd days in her remote thnm^ 
berj but no longer wrapt in melancholy 
abstrslction. She -sat eagerly watching 
every speck on the hodzon of the sea» 
awaiting wkh throbbing pulses^ its ^adual 
develc^ement into the shap6 she wished} 
noting its advaincfe with palpitating 
anxiety, w its adverse direction with sickr 
ening dJsappointmentif And aoitietififtes, 
when the fortunate moment seemtedccMne^ 
and she was on the point of castmg down 
her fiieighted basket^ tlie sight of <me pf 
her gaders on the sands, or the sound of 
their Voices at a window below, would 
check htr hand, and give her up to 
defl|Mur. ' 

Thus closed the year 1509* 
, Another year was entered into» and 
advancing; and Ippcdita had already 
M 2 
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passfed four dreary months m her prison* 
flow agoniziog was this period ! 

Perpetual fear of Guidoba!do's return, 
kept her io a state of destroying agitation 
which no reasonings had power to quiet. 
She frequently questioned £milia and 
l^enati upon the situation of her brother 
^d her fierce lover; but neither (^ them 
would give her any satisfaction. 

Reitati would talk to her of the past, 
but never of the present or the future, 
wheti connected with his Lord ; and it 
was only in temporary moments of petu- 
lance that Emilia betrayed the little 
information Ippolita could draw from her. 
Tlie latter had found it necessary to 
distance this presuming woman by absent- 
ing herself from her society as much as 
possible ; and it' was only now and then, 
therefore, that she collected from her 
angry sallies, that Guidobaldo's absence 
was prolonged solely by the fierceness of 
the* war between the Venetians and the 
Confederates, and that he wopld seize 
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the first interval of truce, to return and 
tnymore decisive meithods than he h^d 
dpne, of obtaining, her :hand. 

Terrified njpre and mpire by these 
insinuations, and sometimes uuab^e to 
sijpport the anguish of uqcertainty about 
Valombrosa, Jppolita was often tempted 
t<t cast her precious memorial into the 
sea, at ^11 hazards, apd so risk it at once, 
whether there were or .were not any 
vessel near enoughto observe and to piqk 
it up. 

Such desperate adventure, hqweyer, 
was stayed by the consciousness th^t her 
only hope of release depended upcm a 
prudent lise of this 4ocument. Were 
that lost, and she obliged to frame anotjier, 
Emilia's suspicions piust be awakened by 
the manifest disproportion between the, 
small quantity of materials daily afforded 
her for sewing, and for basket work,. and 
thci articles produced. This consideration 
checked Ippolita's rashness, even while 
her apprehensions increased of future 
M S 
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insult and outrage from Guidoi)aldo« 
She had no refuge but in Renati, and to 
him she at length applied^ as he moodfly 
dogged her steps one evening, in the 
watch-tower gard^EK 

Wkea they reached the lower end of 
this joyless, spot, instead c^ walking apart 
from him, she drew near, and repeated 
the many threats implied by Emilia, 
beseeching him to remember his prom&e 
ta her 4}r6tber ; and endeavouring to 
persuade him that he could only keep 
that promise, by removing :her from a 
place where all but himself were the crea- 
tures of Guidobaldo, 

Renati's obstinate fidelity was not to 
be staggered j even by this direct appeal to 
his protection.' He renewed the assur- 
ance of guarding her from every real 
evil J engaging never to leave the door 
of her chamber while Guidobaldo re- 
mained; yet censuring her suspicions of 
one, for whose good faith his master 
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Lorenzo answered with hk honour and 
character 

In V9in IppoKta rq>resented the ina- 
dequacy of one defender, however loyal 
and brave that defender might be, when 
opposed to the power and machinations 
of several. Renati was not to be con# 
vinced that she had any worse evil to 
dread from her cousin than passionate 
importumties ;- and with the blind. pi^^ 
pOBsession of a roan who deems every 
one praiseworthy who attaches themsdrait 
to his own political party, bluntly told 
her, he thought her borother justified in 
using some coercion to make her marrji 
the firmest adherent of her family;. 

Having said tiiis, he precqiitateiy 
retired to another part of the garden* 

I]ppoltta rjsnmined for a moment or 
two pierced by disi^pointment^ and 
stung with justifiable indignations 
Thoughts of more immediate interest, of 
horrors from which there ipight be no 
• . M 4 
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escape, , gradually frenzied faer brain^ till 
she felt tliat there wanted but the sudden 
appearance of Guidobaldo himsdf, to 
make her plunge, desperate and mad, 
into the sea before her. 

The far, far off sound of a convent 
bell recalled this wandering intellect; 
and melting into tears of contrite sor- . 
row, she cast one piteous look to heaven,' 
as if to ask forgiveness and express 
reliance^ and resumed her ' mourtifhl^ 
walk. ^ > 

As she continued slowly to traverse 
the tha\¥ing path^ now beginning to show 
the peeping heads of early flowers, she 
wept at each return of that melancholy 
bell, imaging the peace of those sacred 
walls whence its sound proceeded, and 
vainly wishing that ere she had known 
Valonjibrosa, she had sought shelter from 
all life's trials in some such refuge. 

By the time the vesper bell had ceased, 
Ippolita became sensible to . the increas- 
ing chilliness of the hour : returning to 
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the house, she left her ignoble compa- 
nions to the keen excitement of cards, 
ai)d ascended to her chamber. 
^ Emilia locked her in, and left her, with* 
a sarcasm and a compliment united. 
Deep and successive were now Ippolita's 
trances of thought. She remained at her 
opened casement, unconscious of the 
piercing air, and heedless of •* the moon 
walking in all her brightness,*' over the 
clear level of the water. 

She was sitting thus painfully absorbed, 
when the sound of a male voice running 
through the first notes of a Neapolitan 
air, well known in other days, made her 
start up. She looked out, and saw a 
flight skiff coasting downwards, with two 
or three persons on board. One of these 
persons was singing to himself the follow- 
ing ballad : 

<< Blow^blbw from my country thou fresh-tp^inging 
breeze. 
And waft me that air ao fasiiliar of yore ! 

M 5 
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. FI0W9 flow from my comitry ye fait-ebbing seas, 
' O bring me some wave that has wash'd her 
green shore ! . . 

<f Te rough-kissmg breezes, ah, jmj o^ ye blow, 
Come the sighs of my children to hallow this 
cheek? 
AxlA yoii^ rtflliBg surges^ amid yonr dark fLow, . 
Do the tears of my mother her jHrodigal seek ? 

" If true the blest vision, on gales irom my home, 
Now gite me^ to sigh fovth. my penitent 
. ^breath! 
And back to my country may ocean's white 
foam 
Bear the exile, that ne'er musi return but in 
death!" 

If Ippolita's ear lost many of these 
words, her memory supplied them ; and 
if the singer's thoughtless chaunt denied 
them the power of touching other hearts, 
her $ad associations with those words and 
that music, made the song all-powerful 
oyer her. 

These lines had been written by her 
father, and were tinctured with much of 
his own melancholy, perhaps self-accus- 



12 



THC FAST OF ST. If AGDALEK. 251 

ing, Spirit. At his request she had sung 
them to him not long before their fatal 
wreck op* the Garigliano ; they had made 
hitn weep at that time, and consequently 
since then she had never ventured to give 
them breath. 

Each note as it came, unlocked another 
and another cell of direful memories! 
Th^ unburied forms of her father and of 
Fabio Orsini, followed by a phantom 
train of humbler friends long since 
vanished fr6m the earth, arose before 
her, drowning her in tears, and causing 
all her present griefs to tnelt into air. 

It was not till the song had ceased 
some time, and till the rippling (fp the 
wAter round the keel of the small vessel 
was distinctly heard opposite the tb^Sf, 
(for the night was as still ^s it wis beau- 
tiful,) that an idea of using this opportU- 
ility for her own advantage, flashed across 
her mind. ' 

She flew instantly^ to the secret depo- 



V 



S53 THfi FAST OF ST.MA0DAL£N« 

sitoiy of her treasured basket, and first 
waving her white veil from the window, 
with her finger pressed upon her lip, to 
indicate silence, she flung the basket, 
with all her strength, into the sea. Hap- 
pily it did not drop upon the beach i it 
fell upon the waves — it floated! 

What was her emotion ? — Too troubled 
to be called joyful, she saw the skiffsteer- 
ing instantaneously in the direction she 
wished. The heavens shone on her pur- 
pose, seemingly with blest augury } for 
they werp thick with the brightest stars ; 
and the full-moon illuminated the whole 
expanse of sea and shore. 

The person that rivetted her attention 
(be who sang) was evidently a soldier ; 
for now and then the gleaming of armour 
was visible in the moon-shine, as his 
movements disordered his large military- 
cloak. His voice was utterly unknown 
to her : but though the air he ^smg was 
common, and though her father's verses 
when adapted to that air, had become 
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nearly as popular as itself, and conse- 
quently might be sung by enemies as wdl 
as friends, she ventured to hope that one 
of that dear father's former adherents 
w»8 now brought by Providence to her. 
succQur. 

The agony of a moment or two^ ^hile 
watching the rapid drifting of her 
freighted basket and the actions of those 
in the pursuing boat, was over-paid to 
Ippolita, by seeing the former at last 
seized, If and drawn out of the water by 
the soldier. She saw this person cut 
asunder the osier bands with which it was 
secured, and having carefully searched it 
further, at length unfolded the moment- 
ous handkerchief. 

The skiff was all this time advancing 
nearer the shore : it M'aS evidently mak- 
ing for the watch-tower ! 

Bewildered with hope, with fear, with 
gratitude, with impatience of suq>enw» 
and winged by the imagination that her 
rescue might depend upon the mere cir- 

lO 
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icumstance of her being within instant 
reach of the friendly strangers, she flew 
to the door, and for the fn:st time recol- 
lected that it was locked as usual. Every 
feeling was- revulsed by the shock ; and 
she sunk down overpowered with a panic 
belief, that escape was hopeless* 

Even if the stranger should come to 
investigate her story, it was in her gaolers' 
power to prevent him from seeing her^ 
and to terrify him from any violent 
attempt to that effect, by a displiay of 
dangerous resistance. 

In short, some vain contest for her 
sake, might ensue, and this benevolent 
unknown, fall a sacrifice tq his humanity. 

These distracting thoughts were soon 
increased by the sound of knockings at 
the posters gate. Again she hurried to 
the window, and though she could not 
see who knocked, in consequence of a 
projecting arch above the gate, she 
remarked that the two rowers were still 
in the skiff, consequently that he who 
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had landed^ must be that soldier upon 
whom her hopes were placed. 

No one answered this man's call, for 
some time : at length Alessandro thrust 
his head from a side window, lower down,' 
and demanded who was there ? 

" Valentino,**, replied . the other, in 
good Italian, . " I bring pleasant news.** 
A recognition from' Alessapdro, uttered 
with something like gladness, with the' 
desire that he would wait awhile, followed 
this answer : he quitted the window, and 
Ippolita first heard him hurry tOihis^ 
mother*s chamber, and then go down 
stairs. 

This stranger then, was one of these 

^ people*s accomplices! He was coming 

purposely to join them !*— Most likely 

was a messenger from Guidobaldoi-j^His 

forerunner, perhaps ! 

Alas, how had sfhe mistaken the motives 
which actuated him, after he had read 
that sad appeal wrought with so many 
tears ! — Armed with that witness of her 
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attempt at escapei he was come, most 
likely, to straighten her miserable bomids ! 
perhaps to tell her that Valombrosa was 
no more; or that Lorenzo was fallen, 
and Guidobaldo therefore freed, even 
from th^ weak restraint imposed by her 
brother's regard to family honoiir ! 

Who was to protect her then from his 
fierce revenge ? — Alas ! not Renati ; for 
what could one man effect, when opposed 
by a growing horde of wretches ? 

Almost stupified by the bitterness of 
disappointment, and the excess of terror, 
she stood for awhile in the midst of her 
apartment, motionless as a statue. 

Recalled at last to herself by the hur- 
ried sounds from below, of opening and 
closing doors, of welcome andgratulation, 
she drew once more to the casement, 
and saw the boat which had brought this 
Valentino, stretching out to sea again/ 
without him. Her heart died within her 
at the sight ; for thus was another added 
to the list of her oppressors. 
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Momentarily expecting the appearance 
of this person^ and winding up her spirit 
to sustain the rude encounter of probable 
insult or menace from him, she sat down 
on her bed, alternately listening to hear 
whether her enraged gaolers were com- 
ing, or ejaculating an agonized appeal to 
heaven. 

One of her expectations was realized : 
Emilia presented herself. The natural, 
violence of a soured temper, commonly 
restrained by motives of interest and 
vanity, now broke out : she accused 
IppoUta of dissimulation and ingratitude j 
reproaching her with having assumed the 
appearance of resignation, when she was: 
in reality employed in preparing means 
for efiecting her escape, and consequently 
of ruining those who would be con- 
demned for having left such means 
within her reach. 

<^ But here end all your opportunities^ 
Madam, of acting so ungratefully to one 
who has been so indulgent as I have. 
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been 1'^ added Emilia, << This window 
shall he so barricadoed tbatscarcdy shall 
either light or air get through it ; and 
for means of executing another such 
ingenious device as this, (holding up the 
unfortunate handkerchief,) they never 
shall be your's again. — No more work!— 
No more walking without me by your 
side. rU take care to keep my jfitir 
deposit safe, till my dear Lord comes, 
and ^en let him look to it himself. If 
he would take my advice, (she smiled as 
maliciously as contemptuously while she 
added after a moment's survey of Ippo- 
lita's person,) he would not stumble at a 
Kttite repugnance ! — Repugnance, indeed, 
when such a handspme and noble gentle 
man is concerned, and you not bom in 
lawful wedlock either !" 

A glance from IppoKta's eye inte^* 
rupted the lawless speed of the woman's 
tongue, or rather changed its course : her 
complexion deepened as much with' anger 
as with confhsion ; yet she resunied* — 
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" Don^t fancy, Signora^that I watch you 
for the lucre of gain i I do it out of pore 
love to my dear. Guidobaldo. Neither 
Alessandro nor I want reward now* Va^ 
lentiao came to bring us^news of such a 
legacy, that now I may hold up my head 
with some of the proudest. What a 
mercy it was, that he should just have 
crossed over to Trieste, and be boating it 
- down tp us I — If this precious piece of 
mischief had been found by any other, 
than a son of my own, what would have 
been the consequence!— -Purely a blessed 
Providence must have ordered it !*' 

" Providence!'* exclaimed Ippolita, 
shuddering, " how dare you pr(^ne that 
sacred name ?** 

Again Emilia burst forth in a torrent of 
invective, great part of which Ippolita 
did not hear, for she soon sunk into a 
perfect trance of anxious thought. 

The voices of her sotis, at length, car- 
ried Emilia away, leaving her victim 
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sitting stiH on her miserable bed, pale, 
speechless, and despairing. > 

Thus passed the night* 

The next morning Emilia appeared, at 
a later hour than usual, with Ippolita's 
breakfast. She affected an air of disdain- 
ful reserve, and would have come and 
gone without speaking, had not Ippolita 
con^ered herself so far as to ask, whether 
she m^ht not have her customary walk, 
under the charge of Renati ? 

Emilia's reply destroyed Ippolita's only 
prospect in such a request. She was told, 
that in future another person must accom- 
pany Renati, since she had taught her 
guardians to apprehend every thing from 
her subtlety, — " I shall attend you," 
said Emilia. 

Ippolita's first impulse was to reject this 
indulgence, for her mind was nearly con- 
quered by disappointment : but timely re- 
collecting that she ought not to withdraw 
from the remotest possibility of interesting 
Renati, she threw on her veil, and bidding 
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Emilia lead the way, followed her down 
stairs. 

As they passed Alessandro and his 
brother, who were standing itt the door- 
way, the latter contrived to entangle 
some part of his military accoutremients 
in Ippolita-s veil, so that it feir aside. 
The earnestness of his gaze, as Ippolita 
tremblingly endeavoured to cover her face 
again, brought the bashful blood into 
her cheek : that blood rushed in stronger 
tides, when she heard this young man 
burst into a loud and jocular laugh, as if 
amused with her con^usioa* She passed 
on indignant. 

In the garden ^he found Renati sulkily 
walking to and fro: he bowed without 
speaking ; and chilled by this ill-boding 
silence, she felt as though all her depend- 
ence were gone. Unable to contend 
longer against the many wretched feel- 
ings which were subduing her, she then 
l>urst into tears : but too proud for the 
display of sufferings in which none sym- 
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pathised, yet thinking, with a breaking 
heart, of that time when but a single tear 
in her eye brought an expression' of 
tenrderest participation into that of Valom- 
brosa, she traversed her limited path, 
wiping away her tears by stealth as they 
flowed unseen, beneath her veil. 

Though her features and actions were 
obscured by theJ thick foldings: of this 
veil, she could note those ofotbeb;^ and 
she now saw with uneasiness that Valen- 
tino and Aleissandro had followed her 
out, and that the former, in the intervals 
of his obstreperous merriment. Was pry- 
ing at her. 

She bore this scrutiny as long as pos- 
sible, till its cohtimiance, acting upon 
nerves already tremblingly excited, and 
awakening a variety of indistinct fears, 
overcame the pdwer of endurance, and 
at once advancing to Valentino, she 
threw up her veil^ with a mingled expres- 
sion of nobleness and touching appre- 
hension, and fixed her eyes upon him ; 



THB FAIT OF. ST^MAGDALSK. £69. 

those eyes which had sot)ften beeaibund 
irresistible ! » • . 

, « Good soldier r' she said,.** you 
come of course from the armies : know 
you au^ht of my brother Lorenzo de 
Medici? is he still in the field, and with 
the Signor Guidobaldo?" 
. The young man she addressed^ seandd 
as if nature had not meant' him for a 
pfTofligate, nor a villain, for he coloured 
up to M$ temples, and looked . irredohite 
an instant ; then folding his^ arms; and 
resdming an insolent air^ he said cbre« 
UsAy, ** Lady, I interfere with bo onefs 
ia>ncerns. My mother is fond of telking, 
'^— ask hen" 

He turned on his heel, and as if in 
derision, began whistling the Tery 'air 
which had first kindled the h<^s of 
ippelita. She could bear no mdre : a 
deep si^ burst from her heart, as clasp* 
ing her bands, and raising her gushing 
eyes to heaven, ^he invoked that nnfcft-! 
tunate fiither whom this air recalled^ 



d64 THE FAST OF ST.kAGDALEN. 

Her walk was ended with her hopes. 
She withdrew precipitately B:om the gar- 
den, and returning to her chamber, 
devoted hers^f to solitude for the remain- 
der of the day. 

The wearisome day passed; the sun 
sunk, and the moon arose ; di^t again 
steeped other senses in deep and refresh- 
ing sleep : but she sat at her now-barred 
window, r^ardless that only a star or 
two twinkled with broken ray^ thrcxigfa 
its intervals. Her gaolers had been long 
m bed, and the profounid silence which 
finally succeeded to their fi^equent bursts 
of laughter, was less oppressive to her 
s^se than the discordant sound of 
mirth. Now an<i then the monotonous 
wailing of a sea-bird, or the fitful, rushing 
of a blast, increased the depressing eSoct 
of solitude and gloom. Ippolita wept 
uncontK>Uably ; and when she strove to 
thmk,— r-when she endeavoured to inuu 
ffne what w6re the eyentij most likely to 
fbUow h^ vain effort at iQt^esting ^ 
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Stranger^ or what means might be.&uod 
of eva^ng its consequences, tier brain 
seemed ±o fail under.the load, wtd etay 
power of thought and action extinguififh 
within her. * 

She had known a variety of csdsunities; 
she had known wliat it was to be deaerted 
in fearful extremity by every hmma 
being, but never till now had die f«lt 
deserted by herself. 

Broken in spirit, bowed down by a 
sense of her own heljdessness, and her 
pers^utor's power, she that could have 
patiently endured, — nay, that had en^ 
dured all the horrors of want and. of w^r; 
all the rigors of adverse fortune ; all the 
martyrdom of self-denying aflfectioQ} all 
the grief of losing parent and fri^ds» 
now sunk under the oppressive, dread 
ins^)arable from the idea of a lawless» 
resentful lover, returning to the plaee 
where she would be at his mercy. 

"O let me npt think T shall be left 
alone in that direful hour V she^xclaimed 

VOL. II. N 
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ialoiid^ coDvubivefy loddng har hands 
itc^ether, and falling on ber kne^» with 
iddks that inigfat have moved even Gui- 
dobalda himself, had he been there to 
witness them. ** Thou wilt be with me, 
O Father r She addressed the Father 
<^^. •« l^o wiiit release my sOul, ere 
wm*se than death — ^' Her voice was now 
mffiKiated by the violent action of her 
frame : every fibre of that tortured and 
delicate frame shobk. as she continued to 
kned with a face of ashy paleness^ and 
eyes that had suddenly lost the power oi 
weeping. 

; A deep silence followed,, which was 
finally int^rupted by a low whisper at her 
door« Ippolita started up^ and drew 
near the sqpot whence the sound pro- 
ceeded. '* Caution, Lady !" smI a voice 
^thout; ^^ a friend speaks. I come to 
tell you that your brother and the Signor 
Guidobaldo are shut up in Vicensa )i»t 
aow i the French are before the plac^ 
and the sMg^ Is likely to last these next 
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two months. Gheer up, therefora ; Pit get 
you out .of this i)iison long b^ore tiiat^ 
if you*U trust to me.** 

" All-gracious Providence!** ejacu- 
lated Ippolita, thus evincing the firat 
impulse of her grateftJ sOul ; ^< generous 
man — who are you? Is it Reiiati?*' 
She asked the questtori bewddered 
between dbubt and joy. 

u No — Valentino/* answered the 
man, in a tone which iU-agreed with the 
coarse levity he had either £dtor assumed 
through the day. " Don't mistrust me, 
iady,** for he heard her shudder of dis- 
appointment, :** I am an honest &Uow, 
or what should I come here for ? My 
heart's not made of the same stuff with 
Alessandro*s ; and I don't uphold my 
poor mother in her over-ocNtnplaisanoe to 
her foster-son : but X dare not tell her ao 
just now, while she has you under lock 
and key. What can I do to serve 
you?" 

<< O take me from dus jpkceP' ex- 

N « 
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daimed Ippolita, all loosed to hope and 
confidence* 

<* That's not possible," was the reply ; 
^* I am only one to three, and I shed no 
kindred blood, even for an oppressed 
woman. But I'll go any where for you. 
i^eak low, and say where." 

Ippolita's heart boat so thick that she 
conld with difficulty articulate: doubte 
and fi^rs, and grateful transports, flaished 
with such rapidity through her heart, 
that she dreaded lest the whole scene 
were an effect of disordering intellect, 
and it was a moment or two ere she 
could answer. At length she repeated 
a8 distinctly as her extreme agitation 
would permit, some directions for finding 
her uncle the Cardinal, and Prince Ros- 
sano, with an intreaty that they would 
(immediately come with a sufficient num- 
ber of armed followers, or with some 
legi4 iaatrument to ensure her liberation. 

« And would not you like to let th^ 
Marquis V^ombrosa^know where to find 
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ybu?**' asked the youDg man, ^ith a 
little archness or levity in his tone, 
; ^ Tr6at that name, with respect," 
interrupted Ippolita, "if you would have 
me believe you true." 

" I respect it in my heart!" was 
the reply, with seeming sincerity. ** The 
Marquis did me a good turn once^ with» 
<>ut knowing it; and TU pay him b^ck 
the obligation, if I can." 

" You know him, then !" exclaimed 
Ippolita, melting at his image, and thriU* 
ing back intp all the $ofl delight of bap* 
pief days. " Oh, tell me, ^does he 
live?" 

" I am told here that he does, Lady ! but 
I do not know him. X . am to gp, thjen, to 
the Cardinal ; and, if I don!t find him, 
seek out the Prince Rossano. The grass 
shan't grow to my feet, 1 promise youj 
60 take comfort while I am gone." 

" O heaven ! and must I wait here till, 
you have found my friends — till they 
can come to me!" exclaimed Ippolita, 
N 3 
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agonized with the prospect of sudf 
alarming delay, 

" Hush ! hush !" repeated Valentino ; 
and struck by the perturbation with vrfaidi 
he spoke Ippotita stood siknt and 
trembling. 

Some tqinutes elapsed ere the sokHa: 
spoke agam, afidHhen b« whispered, ^< It 
was nothing. -^W4 inu^ttbe briefs Lady i 
.As we can*t enter into explanations^ yoil 
must just take me on my word>-^the word 
(^a soldier^ and a tender-hearted fellow* 
who never yet could bear to see true love 
crossed; and bd sure that som^ i^mf oi* 
angel will protect you, till your friends 
come to take the trouble o^ theit hiAds. 
ril be avay 6n this errand ' by to- 
morrow's dawn. Good night !^ 

" Stay, stay, friend! this token for 
my uncle, or Prince Rossano, — the 
jewel for your own charges,'* said Ippo^ 
lita, tearing Rosalia's bracdet from her 
arm, and pushing it with diflBculty through 
a chasm between the ill-fitted door and 
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the flooring of her chamber. God will 
reward you as you deal with me !" 

" So be it!'* was Valentino's brief 
answer, in a tone half banter, half serious- 
ness } and taking up the bracelet he stole 
swiftly down stairs. 



• • . i J 



K 4 



272 THE PAST OF ST, MAGBALCK. 



CHAPTER XXL 

It would be difficult to say in what state 
of mind be left Ippolita« Tbe moment 
be was gone, and gone witb tbis che«» 
risbed memorial of friends best loved, 
sbe felt as tbougb sbe bad suffered berself 
to be rifled of a treasure. 

Tbe occasional tone of levity with 
wbicb Valentino bad spoken, and tbe 
recollection of bis rude gaze and laugh- 
ter in tbe morning, came over her with a 
pang of self-blame. Against these she 
vainly balanced bis more frequent tone 
of frank-hearted compassion^ bis vehe^ 
ment assurances of good faith, bis grate- 
ful mention of \alombrosa, (and who 
that Valombrosa bad benefited could be 
ungrateful ? sbe thought,) and tbe care- 
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lessness of deception in the present 
instance, whete nothing was required to 
give her protectors greater power over 
her, and no evident reward tempted 
deception. 

But, after all, Valentino was the son: 
of Emilia, and the brother of Alessandro. 
If force were to be employed for her 
release, the lives of these relatives might 
be endangered. Was it likely, therefore, 
that one of their own blood would have 
*the Roman virtue to endanger them, 
from motives of pure compassion for 
another ? 

> This plain question startled Ippolita : 
but anxiously considering the subject in 
every point of view, she finally believed 
it possible that gratitude to Valombrosa 
for some signal benefit, united with a 
natural abhorrence of oppression, might 
induce a. man to sacrifice partial afiection 
to conscience. The very act by which^ 
Valentino would make his mother and. 
brother liable to the vengeance of fppo- 
N 5 
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lita's friends, would give him a right to 
stipulate for gentle proceedings towards 
them } and in short as they could only be 
considered the instruments of Guido- 
baldo, it was upon that fierce person, and 
her brother Lore0zb> that resentnlent 
would fall. 

Thus Valentino might actually intend 
to serve her, without expecting to endan* 
ger the real welfare x)f his own relations; 
for if Emilia*s boast of the legacy were 
true, perhaps the certainty that no pecu- 
niary distress would follow his brother's 
dismission from the service of his German 
master, might have givqn firmness to 
Valentino's better principle. 

The more Ippolita ventured to con* 
vince herself that Valentino meant' her 
kindly, the stronger grew her fear lest 
his exertions in her favour might be 
made too late : for if any a(icident should 
delay him in his progress to her uncle, 
or retard the means employed for liber- 
ation, Gitidobaldo-might be rdeased^om 
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his military duty at ^icdnz^, And fewi^ 
removed her to some other pr}scm« 

The anguish of sucdi a thcfoght ^a9 
only to be combated by that habituid^^ 
sense of Almighty Goodness^ whkb Jhadi 
so often tried her by imminent dai^er^ 
but never abandoned her to destructimi '^ 
and upm that Almighty Goodness . Ae 
fixed h^ whole souU with all the strength 
of wludi that harassed soul was now 
capable. • 

She slept not, that nt^t. Hope and 
fear kept her waking, till t^t dawn 
broke which her new fiiaid had men* 
tioned as the time f oo: his departnre. 

True to his wwd, Valentipo was sthr* 
ring with the lark : IppoUta heard Iris 
voie^ at Emilia's door calling on bw to 
rise and get him some breakftstj and 
soon afteswards she h»rd the horse tint 
was to carry him to Trieste as she sup- 
posed, pacing to abd fro on the sands. 

Her window how w^s bairred, so tibat 
she could no Icoiger yiew ^ny thing but 
N 6 
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sear and sky : objects below, were lost to 
her: she therefore asspred herself of 
Valentino's departure at last, only by his 
gay benediction to those who stood by 
him, while he mounted his horse, and by 
the sound of the animal's brisk trot, as he 
rode away. 

When even the echo of that sound was 
no longer audible, she threw herself back 
upon her bed, exhausted with foregone 
anxiety, and relieved from its present 
pressure. Sleep, almost immediately, 
seized upon her, and. she lay steeped in 
that death-like repose which is often fear- 
ful to those who witn^s it, but salutary 
to the sleepers themselves, till ^ Emilia 
appeared with her late breakfast. 

Few words were mutually exchanged : 
Emilia appeared in haste to be gone and 
converse on some momentous matter with 
Alessaiidro ; and Ippolita was rather in 
the mood of musing aloiie, than of walk- 
ing with such a companion. 

From this period, till one much later. 
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Ippolita's days and nights were almost 
entirely spent in mental supplication of 
that Gracious Being who can alone, 
bestow a blessing upon our hopes ; ^nd 
though she heard constantly from Emilia 
that intelligence was gone to Guidobaldo 
of her pernicious attempt at escape, and 
that ^o soon as he either sent or came, to 
convey her to some safer residence, 
Emilia would gladly disburdjen herself of 
hel* charge, and hasten with Alessandro 
to take possession of the land which had 
been willed to them in Komagna. 

Though this was purposely repeated^ 
Ippolita ventured to hope that as Valen*- 
tino was said to be the messenger, he 
would proceed on a far. different errand* 
to far different scenes, and that> conse- 
qi^Atly she had nothing to apprehend 
from the re-awakened vengeance of hei; 
cruel loven 

She listened in patient silence : neitbei; 
fear darkening her brow, nor groan strug- 
gling in her breast, as they were wpnt to do 
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whem Emilia formerly pictured the {n*o- 
bable iury of Gruidobaldo. The hand of a 
merciful Providence had withdrawn the 
cloud from her ^oul, and she now looked 
with the eye of Faith &xr deliverance 
from future evil. 

A sacred serenity soon difiueed itself 
throughout her whole frame^ bringii^ 
health and reviving beauty : perhs^ps, in 
addition to higher coniuderations, Ippolita 
felt the influen(ie of that cheering season, 
whkh never fails to excite ideas of reno- 
vation and hope in the human heart, how* 
ever depressed by circumstances ; that 
cheering season, in which every thing 
breathes the vernal spirit of youth, and 
every object is an awakening call to 
gratitude ! 

It was now the very end of February, 
and already the snows of a short, but 
severe winter, were dissolved as by tnagic, 
and the bosom of earth aj^ared covered 
with delicate flowers. 

The roots of .the old chesnut-tr^ ii^ 
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the watch-tower garden, wher^ Ippolita 
began again to loiter and find employ- 
ment, were thick with violets and prim- 
roses, the soft perfume of whicli breathed 
of purity and peace. Again that spark* 
ling scintillation of the air which seems 
to give life and movement to distant and 
inanimate things, played over the sea and 
land, deepening the dark blue of the one, 
and brightening the luminous green of 
the other. Sounds of cheer&lhess, and 
sights of pleasure, reacheiJ even to her 
cload-topped prison : these were but the 
happy notes and busy wings of birds 'tis 
true, hurrying to and fre, in preparation 
of their nests ; but they imaged the dear 
delights and tender duties of domestic 
affection, and as such, Ippolita marked 
^em with a melting and sympathisipg 
heart. ,/ Such joys, such cares were nev^P 
likely to be her lot ; but she could rejoice! 
(even while she sighed) with the inno- 
cent little creatures upon whom Provid- 
ence has bestowed the deligh^l capacity 
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of loving, and providing for their off- 
spring. 

Sometimes a tear would steal down 
her cheek, while contemplating the pro- 
bable termination of all her youthful 
hopes — a joyless cloister! So loving 1 
so beloved ! and by such a heart as Va- 
lombrosa's ! Yet must she renounce him 
and the world ! 

The necessity of resigning such rare 
happiness, seemed aggravated in pain* 
fulness, that but for a few arbitrary enact-: 
ments of severe policy, it might have 
been her own ! Then she chid herself 
for 1^ considering it, conscious that her 
consolation under such privation was the. 
certainty that she lived in Valombrosa's 
heart; and that though perhaps for ever; 
separated in person, their spirits would 
continue to meet in tender regret, and 
unalienable affection. 

Her lot, as far as it related to him, 
might be ^ad^ but. it would not be agi- 
tated by those cruel storins of fear, and 
II 
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jealausy, and despaii", which torture 
.those who love in uncertainty, or without 
expectation of return. She could muse 
upon his gracious image, without blush- 
ing with a sense of abasement ; sh6 could 
S0othe the sorrow of endless sqpar^^en 
by calling him her (wn, in the fidlest 
and im)st sacred, sense ; and she might 
still hoard up, in some secret recess of 
her soul, one remnant of hope, grounded 
on the extraordinary vicissitudes of for- 
time, which, if it jnever were realisedi 
would at least blessedly cheat her on to 
the end of life ! 

With this sweet drop in her Cup, how 
could she complain of its bitterness? 
Sl^ did not complain. Grateful fo<; a 
r^ease from her worst apprehension 
respecting Guidobaldo Alviano, and 
firmly trusting to her present earnest of 
Heaven's protection, she waited with 
disciplined fedings for the appointeid hour 
of her deliverance. 
Days, however, wore away : she Wi^tched 
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tire sea and the land for signs of approadb* 
ing friends, till her raised spirit gradnaUy 
drooped. She dreaded lest some mis- 
fortune had befallen Valestinp^ yet she 
durst not give her feelings utt^^ance, 
noor could she obtain, even from Renati^ 
my iiitbrmatton coBcermng the £tte of* 
the ixAiii she had, ikmeSose, no means 
^ conjjeoturing where her uncles might 
be at the present juncture, nor how the 
conteist between the Confederates and 
the Venetians might a£^. her famdjr. 
interest. 

It was evident, howevef, that Emilia 
wasi impatient to be gone from the ^tower, 
and that she was indeed anxious to de- 
liver up h^ charge into the hands of 
GuidobaldQ. The woman talked incesr ^ 
sandy of her new wealth, and of the 
charming residence which waited her 
arrival; ostentatiously exaggerating its 
value and appearance, till, infected by 
her own falsehoods, she believed that a 
villa which was but the decent house 



tKBFAST OF ST.MA0DALEN.- 9®S 

attached to a respectable alum-manu^ 
factory. 

Ippolita once c^oght a fern sentence 
between the mo|;ker and son^ as they 
walked behind her in the garden, whijch' 
led her to suspect that the soh was^even 
more Earnest to quit hie humiliating^ 
situation than the former ; and that etager 
to enjoy or to dissipate the little money 
which had been left to him, he wa€{ dis* 
posed, from that feeling, to yfeld up his 
chance of future reward for sfecaVin^ 
IppoHta, ? 

Hie argument Which silenced hkr 
impatience seemed to be, that uf slie 
escaped Guidobaldo, she might hereafter 
find means to avenge herself; and that 
cansequently it was only prudent in her 
oppressors to provide against such an 
evil by waiting till they should know shfe 
was transferred to other custody even 
stronger than their own. 

Ippolita heard some, but fancied more 
of this discourse j and, for once, fancy 
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prompted right. Yet all the advantage 
ishe reaped from what she overheard, 
was the conviction that Valentino was 
indeed the only jnessenger thej had dis* 
patched to Guidobaldo, and that conse- 
quently if he were true to his word, her 
own friends would be enabled to find 
her, l<Mig ere her enemy could be apprised 
of* the necessity fw her removal and 
stricter guard. 

There was but one thought which often 
troubled this expectation ^ a fear that 
the confusion of the warring states 
through which her friends must pass, 
might obstruct their way to the neutral 
port of Trieste, and that when there, they 
might not be permitted to proceed further 
into Austrian Istrla. 

When she was ^t II hel Deserto^ the 
Pope was in alliance with France and 
Germany, and had joined his troops to 
their's in the impolitic design of crush- 
ing Venice. Guidobaldo had since told 
her that he had deserted the Venetiim 
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Standard for that of the Pontifl^ there- 
forie the Pontiff, so bound to him, might 
refuse to make that appeal to the Empe- 
ror which could alone authorise her 
uncles to enter and search the fortress o£ 
an Austrian subject, and which must 
cover Gtiidobaldo with opprobrium. 
No means to free her, then, remained, 
but force ; a surprise of the watch-tower 
by armed followers; and for that she 
endeavoured to prepare herself. 

Three tedious weeks had slowly passed, 
when one evening as Ippolita sat silently 
by the side of Emilia, in the lower diaoi- 
ber, (for Emilia now rarely allowed her 
the luxury of being alone,) the tramp of 
horses was heard at a distance^ and the 
voices of men came on the wind. 

The sounds instantly attracted Ippolita's 
eye to the huge half-circular window, 
which looked landward, and together 
with its heavy stonetwo^k, filled up one 
side of the hall. She bent forward, 
.and saw a large company of horsefpen 



^6 THE FAST OF. ST* MAGDALEN. 

•descsnijiiig the steep road leading from 
the interior, in the direction of the watch- 
tower. They might only be travellers 
proposing to embark somewhere on the 
coast } but they might be persons sent 
to her assistance. At that thoi^ht she 
started from her seat ; fear of disappcmit* 
.ment so predominating over hope^ that 
every drop of blood deserted her face* 
' Emilia^ quick : glance followed the 
direction of her's; and ^niliog, sar* 
castically, at her visible emotion, she 
exclaimed, " My Lord Guidobaldo 
returned victorious !* — Yes, doubtless, 
my Lord Guidobaldo !** 

« Then I am lost! and Valentino" — 
Ippolita stifled what would have ibliowed^ 
and sunk back into her seat. 

While ^e sat momentarily stunned 
,with the bitterness of being betrayed and 
deceived, iknilia looked more earnestly 
fiom the window, h^ countenance chang- 
ii^, it was evident, as the horsemen 
approached nearer^ , AU at onoe she 
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ejaculated something idboui being mis- 
taken.; and Tunning, out into the open 
court, called in her shrillest tone upon 
Alessandro. 

IppoUta, again roused into hope and 
action, sprung from her seat, and flew to 
the entxancie : there she distinctly saw 
;the troop, which had then gained the 
level ground, coming at full gallop towards 
the tower: they were numeroui^ were 
well armed, and one bocp a crimson ban- 
ner, charged with some armorial bearing. 

The ne:i^t moment she Mt herself 
seized by Alessandro and £milia, who 
were hurrying in together ; and ere she 
could well Comprehend what their pur- 
pose wa3, found herself dragged along 
the passage to a huge stone door which 
Alessandro violently wrenched open, then 
pulling her down a flight of steep steps, be 
push^ her into a vau|t beyond. 

Not a word was addressed to her, dur- 
ing this violent transaction; but the 
mother and 8<hi exdianged a few exclam* 
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ationsy which explained to their victam^ 
that the horsemen advancing were the 
real Lord of the place, with an unusually 
numeroii^s train ; and that Alessandro 
had recognised him by the golden lk)Gs 
on his banner. 

The ponderous door of the vault was 
closed iipon the vainly-struggling Ippolita, 
as quickly as the agitation of Emilia and 
Alessandro would permit; bolted and 
barred, and secured afterwards. The 
door at the head of the stairs was as 
hastily fastened ; after which, immediate 
silence ensuing, assured her that they 
were gone. 

So faint were the sounds which subse- 
quently reached her, that although she 
continued to call aloud for assistance, till 
ker strength was exhausted, she felt that 
her feeble voice could never be heard by 
those above ; and even if it were; ^e 
treiobled to think what new evi^ Enight 
follow: for if thb G:ermaa Cavalier were 
young and profligate, as she feared too 
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proi)able, from his teing in any way con* 
jiected with such a worthless Wretch as 
Alessandro^ her sex and situation might 
eventually expose her to the same insults 
from him, which she apprehended from 
Guidobaldo. 

Ippolita would have taken the evident 
terror of Emilia and her son, at this per- 
son's arrival, as a decisive proof of his 
being the reverae of their base natures, 
had she not raadembered that their terror 
might, with more probability, arise from 
their fear of his wantonly interfering 
with Guidobaldo's supposed rights in her. 
She could but pray that the stranger 
might be framed of better materials, and 
have a heart cast in the same generous 
mould with that of him who protected 
her at Argentina. — O then, if some good 
angel migltt whisper to him thiM; his walls 
enclosed an innocent and oppressed wo- 
man!— *But how romantic was such a wish ! 

Pistracted with tumultuous and clumg<> 
ing imaginations, yet all smarming, tb^ 

VOL.11. o 
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unfortuiutte Ippolita stood breathlwsly 
watching every instant's .flight i beseech- 
ing deliverance at the hand of Heaven ; 
and striving to re^ltssure her ovm smldoig 
faith by repeating the pzximises of Ilim 
Yrho bade his fainting disciple walk the 
/ waves I - 

Scmie hours must have els^sed ere the 
dreary 'stillness which had ibllowed her 
persecutor's departure £ron^ the door of 
her prison, was broken by confused and 
jarring sounds above. She thought she 
heard a tumult of voices at the upper 
door which secured the stairs i and again 
»he tried to taake her owA wearied voice 
ascend to the speakers* 

At the repetition of her cry, there wa3 
an instant's perfect stillness ; and tiien a 
renewal and increase of the noise tHuch 
had first roused hen 

She lieard the sound of the heavy 
bolts, the fall of an iron bar, thie creaking 
of rusted hinges ; thed the sudden recoil 
of the door itself}, and imBHediately 
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afterwards die rush and stri^gle of meq. 
H^ joyful ahiiek was now accodnpanied 
by broken sentences Imploring release 
and protection. These were answered 
by several voices in a language she knew 
not, but which die guessed was German ; 
and by attempts to force opea the door 
of the vault 1% was burst open: and 
Ippolita, who had instinctively/thrown 
heraelf on her kiiees while the tumult 
was'going on without, at once beheld a 
group of mien, all bending forward fromi 
the. steps, with eagerness and interest inr 
their countenances. 

The blaze' of a torch held' by one of 
thfiv party, threw a strong and cheerful 
Hght over them all: it was instant sun- 
shine to Ippolita. She stretched out hei? 
grateful and beseeching hands, and 
would have spdken, but words were suf^ 
focated by excess of emotion, and she 
could only turn her humid eyes upon 
tibem, and look all she hoped and sill she 
feared. 

o 2 
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One or two of the men addressed her 
in German : she could but bow her head 
and make signs expressive pf her confi- 
dence in their humanity and honour. 
Yet she knew not whether they did 
indeed mean her well; for the evi- 
dent admiration and scrutiny with which 
they crowded round her,^ade her shrink 
into herself. She remained trembling at 
their feet; while one person, who seemed 
from the quality of his dress to be ratlier 
above the condition of his fellows, issued 
some order, and the men looked about* 
Each of them then uttered the same 
exclamation, and began hastily re^as- 
cending the stairs. In their confusion 
the. torch was thrown down, and trod 
out, so that Ippolita knew not who it was 
that now seized her, and bore her from 
the dungeon to the upper door. She felt 
that the man did his office respectfully, 
9Xid she therefore made no resistance. 

In the long passage, they were met by 
a soldier with the torch re-lighted : and 
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Ippolita was then enabled to find her 
own way, though still held by her first 
conductor. In a few minutes she found 
herself at the entrance of the hall : her 
spirit failed at sight of several persons 
there, and a greater glare of light. She 
shrunk back: her companions *rafber 
eagerly than rudely impelled her for- 
ward J but while they were doing so, she 
beard an Italian voice bid them " Pro- 
ceed at their peril !" 

It was Renati, whom she now saw pale, 
and stained with blood, endeavouring to 
break from the hold of two stout Ger- 
;mans that had him in custody. Always 
honest, though often hostile to her, her 
heart melted at sight of his condition, 
iind she ran towards him. Her steps 
were arrested by the advance of a lioan 
about thirty, whose mien, though he wore 
only a suit of plain steel, declared him to 
be of superior birth ; and whose deep<- 
fieated eyes, though stern and searching, 
had something noble in them. * 
o 3 
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He abruptly enquired her name suad 
condition, and connection with the per- 
son before him ; and for what cause she 
was a prisoner in his house : assuring her 
of honourable treatment if she were 
wOTthy of it J and warning her not to 
trifte with his time and his feelings by a 
£gtbricated tale of oppression, to varnkh 
an impure life. 

As he spoke in Italian, though not 
fluently, Ippolita addressed Renati ia 
the same language, and made that her 
reply. The flush of offended dignity 
was in her cheek, and the same feeling m 
her breast elevated her vestal beauty into 
something awful. She thought only of 
what she was, not of what she might 
Beebi ; while she called proudly on Re- 
nati to answer to the questions now put 
to her, and which she was ready to satisfy 
in some separate apartment, to convince 
the questioner of their mutual truth. 
She adjured Renati to consider that 
ebstinatb silence would only ruin both. 
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\Yitfaout serving his maj9tef'& cnui^ ; and 
that in shorty to fulfil, bis duty to that 
master^ and perfect thoss kind intentions 
towards herself, of which he had just 
given her so affecting z proof, he odght 
to say all that was likely to ensure her 
respectful treatment from those into 
whose hands she was falleUr She then 
turned. to the Lord of the tower, and 
regarding him with a mwe timid air, 
besought him, as a knight anda s<^dier» 
to, have Renati's wounds looked to, if he 
Tespected a faitfafiil servant and a brave 
man. 

The Baron immediately issued an oidar 
bo that efiect in German; and further 
teommissioning the person he addressed, 
to receive in private Renati's account of 
the Lady and of himself, he gravely took 
Ippolita's hand, and led her out into a 
smaller chamber • 

Relieved from the embarrassing pre- 
sence of so many witnesses, Ippolita at 
once declared her name, and told as 
o 4 
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much of her »tory in brief, as was com* 
prised between the period of her being 
forcibly carried off from the residence of 
a friend in Tuscany, and the one now 
existing. She referred the Austrian 
Baron to her uncles de Medici j nay, 
even to the Emperor himself, who had 
once seen her during her Other's Kfe* 
time : and concluded by interceding for 
Benati, and entreating to know why she 
saw him only, wounded and in bonds ? 

As she proceeded in her narrative, 
(during which time the Austrian kept 
his penetrating eye on her, without once 
removing it,) another and another shade 
of doubt cleared from his thoughtful 
bi*ow; till a countenance was left 
unveiled, which» however firm and com- 
posed, distinctly expressed a heart that 
could be touched by every kindly sym- 
pathy. When he seemed to have made 
4ip hisomind completely to the truth of 
.allfihe said, he bowed upon her hand. 
Mid without seeking to excuse his cau- 
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tion, he simply informed her, that he had 
come into IsCria to put his watch-tower 
in a state of defence, the war now raging 
in the neighbouring country of Friuli j 
and that first suspicion was excited by 
his soldiers discovering Renati concealed 
amongst some wood, and then by Ales- 
sandro's endeavouring to dissuade them 
from examining the state of some powder 
lodged in the vault where Ippolita was 
confined : and that when they found her 
there, and saw that Alessandro had made 
his escape in theconfusion of the moment, 
it was natural both for them and for thieir 
Lord to ascribe no respectability to her 
character, but to consider her as some 
light companion of his retirement, merely 
thrust out of the way of other associates. 
The Austrian Baron explained his own 
connection with Alessandro, by iSaying 
that he believed the man had been Ori- 
ginally a deserter from the Italian artoy, 
and reduced to the state in which he 
found him — a private soldier, by habits 
o 5 



39i8 THiB FAST OF ST. MA6DALSK. 

c^ early dissipatuHi : but that 'having 
been very serviceable to the Baron when 
he was lying wounded on the field in the 
preceding year, the former had given 
him a sum of money; which Alessandro 
ioon ran through ; and being himself 
rendered unfit for service in a subsequent 
engagement, had again become an oi^ect 
of the Baron^s bounty; who thought 
that the b^t provision he could make for 
an unprincipled spendthrift, was to give 
him a place like that which he did give 
him, aiffi)rding food and shelter, and free- 
dom from temptation. 

Ij^olita then ventured to ask a few 
questions regarding the situation of her 
family and her country; and from his 
expUcit replies she learned the truth of 
certain events which Guidobaldo Alviano 
and her brother had either concealed or 
mis«stated» 

What she learned was briefly this. 

Satisfied with his recovery of Romagna, 
and alarmed at the increasing succ^ises 
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of the fVench, the Fop^ tidd begun t(i 
wapect thut tbey intended tnitkingthenii- 
sdves masters of ajji the north of Italy ; 
and that the republic of, Venice once 
destroyed, there would remain no barrier 
to stem their power. Had the Empe* 
ror's arms been as brilliantly crowned as 
theirs, or rather had his character pos- 
sessed the energy of Louia XII., the 
schetne of an equal aggrandisement foe 
the two monarchB an^ the Holy See, 
mi^t have been pursued to the eontent>* 
ment of their separate claims, and the 
ruin of Venice : but as Germany was 
every day losing something in opini(»i 
and fact, by her irresolutiiHi and inac- 
tivity; and the i\)pe's trdopd, far less 
fortunate than those of Louis ; the scale 
was preponderating infinitely too. much 
for the safety of £dne its^l^ in favour 
of France* His Holiness lost ndt an hour, 
therefore, in withdrawing hiniself frorii 
the League of Cambray : and atthe tigtie 
in which thi Baron s()oke, his troops so 
06 
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lately opposed to those of the Venetian5> 
were now leagued with those very Vene- 
tians in repelling BVance and the empirer 
Thus, then, Guidobaldo^s boast thiat he 
had renounced his patrimony and honours 
for the sake of obtaining Giuliano de 
Medici's enlargement, was utterly falsfe. 

He had, indeed, facilitated t^t desir* 
able events through the Pope's desire of 
securing his military talents to the Vene- 
tian cause, which had just lost its aUest 
acting Greneral by the death of Count 
Fitigliano ; but as the interests of Rome 
and Venice were th^i become one, he 
meted with their ^rmission as Geiieral c£ 
both; retaining the rewards already 
decreed to his ftunily by the one, and 
expecting new honoura hereafter from the 
tjther. 

More disgusted than ever with a cha- 
racter of such base falsehood, Ippolita 
heard with joy that he was indeed fi^ut 
up in Vicenza, which the French and 
Germans were bel^ieging. Of Lwenzo^ 
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her informant only knew that he was not 
believed to be in Vicenza ; as he, from 
private policy, took no outward part in 
the confederate war. Giuliano de Me- 
4ici, he had heard, had regained the 
confidence of the Pope : but . whether 
from the mere spirit qf justice, or because 
his Holinc^ss was now adverse to France, 
might be a question. The Baron hin^self 
suspected, (and at that suspicion how 
did Ippolita. thrill !) that he was actuated 
by the wise policy of checking France in 
her encroachments ; and therefore medi- 
tated overtuniing the power of its friend 
Soderini iii Florence, and perhaps of 
replacing the Medici. It was said that 
both the brothers of that house were now 
in the train of bis Holiness. 

While Ippolita was lost in the crowd 
of hopes and feairs which this nnexpected 
information conjured up, the Baron 
stood revolving something in his own 
jnind : at length he said abruptly, while 
fixing his searching eye again Mp^n her 
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face with his first look ot strict examiQ- 
atioJQ, ^^ Madsmi, have you evc^r kopwa 
a Marquis Valombrosa ?" 

Ippolita's best and brightest blood 
rushed to her face at that unforeseen 
question. Always afraid of compromising 
Yalombrosa's safety;, yet ever anxious to 
hear all that related to him, she faltered 
out, " I do — I did. — Does he live ?'* 

" 'Tis she then !'* observed her com- 
panion, disregarding the question; and 
his countenance instantly expanded into 
such openness that he seemed another 
man. His very voice partook of the 
encouraging change. 

IppoUta repeated her inquiry with as 
much inward, but less outward emotion^ 
than at first. - 

The Baron replied, that when he last 
beard of Valombrosa he was recovering 
oi a pisiql wound which he received 
nearly five months back from the hand 
of an unknown assassin. This wound 
had bften at first considered mortal^ the 
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ball having passed through the lungs: 
fafut under the care of a skilful surgeon 
belonging to his family, Valombrosa had 
happily ^Isified the predictions of others, 
and was now able to appear at intervals 
amongst his anxious friends. 

•< And his sister!*' asked Ippolita, 
that name almost extinguishing in her 
deep emotion. 

<* She bore this trial wonderfully 1" 
retlirned the Baron. " After the first 
great shock, she rallied; and for two 
months never left her brother's bed-^ide* 
He lay all that time nearly imconscious.*' 

Ippolitot did not answer ; she was over- 
come by the ideas those woids presented 
to her. Valombrosa lying on the very 
brink of the grave for two long months, 
and for her sake ! All the impulses of 
that generous heart, and all the powers of 
that noble mind, suspended . for such a 
dismal period ! She could not restrain 
her tears; they burst from her ; and that 
with such impetuous griefy that the Baron 
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made a few steps towards her, with the 
intention of uttering some words of con- 
cern : but little used to the expression of 
his kindest feelings, he felt ashamed of 
the womanish movement, and drew back 
again in grave silence. 
, Ippolita quickly conquered herself^ and 
trying to look composed, told the Baron 
she had known Rosalia Valori and her 
Tjrother well in Tuscany, and, was there- 
fore shocked to' hear that asy affliction 
had befallen them. " You, know them^ 
my Lord ?" she asked tremulously. 
. " I am related to them,''* was the 
-answer. . " Their mother was a«Tyrolese, 
and the cousin of mine. I enquired if 
you knew the Marquis Valombrosa, 
because it is not much above six months 
ago since I received a letter from him, 
the business of which was to require my 
good offices secretly with the Emperor, 
for the payment to you of that very debt 
you mentioned just now. I did stir in 
the business at his request, (for though 
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he and I have not met since we were 
boys, his high reputation flies every 
where,) and doubtless it was to certain 
moyements of the Emperor's in conse- 
quence, that you owe your brother's 
concurrence with Guidobaldo Alviano's 
3cheme, and Valombrosa perhaps the 
stroke of an assassin/' 

Is there an echo in the mind, that we 
are sometimes able to answer words after 
awhile, which we did not hear when 
uttered? Ippolita certainly did not for 
some time notice what the Baron told 
her of his successful interference with 
the Imperial court in her behalf, so 
absorbed was she by th^e pleasure of 
looking at a noan nearly related to friends 
beloved, and of whom she had heard 
them speak! She even fancied rfie 
.found a latent likeness in some of her 
.companion's tones and looks to those of 
Valombrosa! A delicious feeling of 
additional obligation to that flfst and 
dearest protector meanwhile stole over 
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Jier, and pressing down her joyfully- 
throbbing heart, she whispered to herself^ 
*< O be it ever to thee, Valombrosa, that 
I am to owe all the merdes and blessings 
of life. -^ Rather let me say,^* and she 
penitently crossed herself, " ever be thou 
Heaven's instrument of mercy and bless- 
ing to me !** 

She then turtied to the noble Austrian, 
and thanking him for his exertions in her 
favour by the name of Baron Wern- 
feeim, expressed her anxiety to ascertain 
the situation of Renati. 

Wemheim assured ker, with a sol- 
dier's smile, that the blood which she had 
seen on Renati's clothes flowed from a 
deep but not important cut in his left 
arm, which had been tba hastily given by 
one of the Germs^n soldiers, in conse- 
quence of his r^isting their attempt to 
dislodge him from his concealment. 

*' As one you are interested in, fit)m 
his fidelity to his trust, — though few 
ladies would be just enough to admire 
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such fidelity so exercised, — added the 
Baron, I am ready to order the man's 
release* But what are we to do with the 
woman that abetted Alessandro in his 
iniquity? She is secured in an upper 
Camber/* 

, Ippolita took a few moments to consi- 
der; and at length it was determined 
that Renati should have his dismissal, 
and Emilia be sent to a convent some 
miles inland, lliere to be detained until 
Ippolita were safely lodged in the hands 
of her relations. 

Of the truth or £dsehood of Valentino, 
Wernheim made light. To him it seemed 
of no consequence now to inquire what 
he had purposed. The probability was, 
that he had either amused himself with 
the coarse jest of cheating her into hope, 
or that discouraged by the difficulty of 
reaching the persons she named, would 
abandon the attempt. At all events, if 
by miracle any of her friends should 
come to Istria in search (^her, the Baron's 
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people would be. there to give them 
information.' 

Quite uncertain where either Giuliano 
de Medici, or the Cardinal, might be 
found, &om the fluctuations of the war, 
which made their friends masters of 
places to-day, which they lost to-morrow, 
Wemheim, besides the impossibility of 
his conducting her himself to the camp 
or court of a sovereign hostile to his ovra, 
suggested her taking advantage of tius 
&vourable opportunity for soliciting the 
Emperor in her own person. 

He was going, he said, to meet his 
Imperial Majesty at Inspruck ; and had 
an aunt who was the superior of an order 
of Mercy in that neighbourhood ; and if 
Ippolita chose she might sanctuary with 
her, for any length of time. Whether 
lAe then foiled or succeeded in her main 
object of obtaining justice, such a resi- 
dence would be the ont least suspected 
by her persecutors j and she might stay 
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in it, till her uncles thought fit to reclaim 
her. 

" O it is sweet to suflfer, when our 
misfortunes show us so much goodness in 
our fellowrcreatures !** involuntarily ex- 
claimed Ippolita, thinking at once of 
Valombrosa, of Prince Rossano, and 
many unexpected friends of former days. 
**'My Lord, I accept your geiierous pro- 
tection as frankly as yQU offer it. May 
Heaven reward you with the dearest wish 
of your heart ! whatever that wish may 
be.'* 

. The tempered and serious eyes of 
W^rnheim brightened up for a moment, 
as though they said, " 1*11 take that bless^^ 
ing for a prediction !" But whether his 
heart had in fact any earnest wish or not, 
they quickly returned to thieir usual 
sedate expression ; and he made no Com- 
ment upon Ippolita's benediction. 
: When returned to the hall, they found 
only Renati, and the officer appointed to 
examine him. 
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While the latter was reporting the 
result of that esaminatioii to his Lord, 
Ippolita was inquiring into the state of 
the poor fellow's wound, and learning his 
own wishes respecting himself. 

She was again touched hy Renati's 
blunt assurance thai he had determined 
to incur the risk of remaining concealed 
at the watch-tow^ when the Austrians 
arrived, rather than leave his master's 
3ister at the nxetay of strangers ; S6 when 
told by AlessandfQ to shift for his own 
safety, at first view of Baron Wemheim's 
troop, he had hid himseif in a stack of 
wood, near enpu^ to afibrd him an 
opportunity of watching their move- 
meiri;s. 

" But if so large a party had been 
commanded by one inclined to treat me 
ill," said Ippolita, kindly, " what could 
you have done for me, Renati ?" 

" Nothing — to be sure. Lady!" was 
Renati's «bort answer, looking down. 
" But they should have hewed me to 
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pieces first, before a hair of your head was 
harmed; and that would have been a 
satisfaction. They got me, after all,, by 
a pitiful trick : while I was .fighting, one 
to two in front, half a dozen of them 
crept behind and pinioned we ; and then 
rd just got this plaguy wound. But I 
should have defended you, Ladj^, better 
than I did myself; take my word. for it*-? 

Ippolita smiled, though lier eyes filled 
with tears. Unable tp speak^ she gave 
Renati^s hard hand so strong a prassure^ 
that he looked up, and the sight of that 
smile and those eyes brought the blood 
into liis face. . It was th& mixed flush of 
sudden emotion, and of shame at feeling 
it. He turned abruptly away ; and.soon 
afterwards Baron Wernhein\ approached^ 
and expressed hitnself completely satisfied 
with what his oj£cer bad heard irom 
Renkti, to whom he now profiled imme- 
diate liberty. 

« And the lady, Signor?'* asked the 
Utter, his eyp finishing the sentence* 
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" I proceed to another place, on my 
own concerns," replied Ippolita. ** Go 
you to your home. When we meet again, 
Renati, I hope it may be in happier days 
for us both ! Whenever we do, if those 
Iloye best, have the greatest power, their 
conduct will convince you how much I 
have respected your fidelity to a_ master 
little worthy of such a servant.** 

Renati did not take the hand she 
graciously extended to him ; perhaps he 
did not see it. He stood for a moment 
with his arms closely wrapt round him» 
looking on the ground, but evidently, 
from tlie workings of all his features, 
agitated by some internal conflict. 

At length he said in a hoarse, inter- 
rupted voice, *< If I knew what was my 
duty — I*d do it : -r- but — if Imight go 
iJong with you, Lady, I should think 
that was right still, — ^ not to lose sight of 
you. — You will be all among strangers 
now. It seems to me you should have 
somdbody of your own to protect you^ 
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aqd . be at your ordenra. Yet if my Lord 
HwfOTtf who is a soli^^r and si kaigfaty 
thinks 1 ought to go to the camp, -** Ffl 
c^diH l^re you, Lady# toyoilrself, and 
good an^s !*' 

' Sotmithing likef a sigh betrgt fr^m 
ReAati with the last wotdfr f btit be raised 
bk war^builoit brow^ and look-ed with 
mm\j confidence mpon the Baron. 

The latter enquired Ippolita^s wishes^ 
gfidy learning theoi^ a|^roei«hed Resiati. 
He put a sword into Im hand. ^* X n^ed 
no* bid you use this weapon wovtbily 
tipOfi all oO^asions/^ he said; *' I Ixope", 
htm^teti you witl find ne> occasion to 
draicf it in ^lis lady's defence whi^e she, 
is tmder my protection^ Fjfotft ihiB mo-^ 
itm^t yott are free to folkw her, or go 
whither you please. fiut you will 
remember that the instant you enter her 
tervkie, you quit that of her bro»* 
ther J the two cbaraeters cannot be joined. 
An het servant, it Will be yovtt dtity to 
kieep her ntovenient» secret, if she requires? 

VOL. II. * 
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that ; as his^ it would be your doty to 
apprize him of them all. Choose mom 
between them.** 

Renati turned abruptly away Scoai the 
glance of Ippolita's momentarily-lifted 
eye : he took a hasty step or two towards 
the door, without speaking, then as has- 
tily returning, said, " God bless you, 
Lady!'.' bowed his head to the Baron, 
and strode out of the hall. 

Ippolita gave a tear to his departure; 
the Baron, muttered some approving 
words. He then proceeded to infona 
Jppc^ta that he could speedily determine 
on the means for fortifying the watch* 
tower, and therefore should be ready to 
attend her by noon the next day, with 
such of his followers as were not meant 
to garrison his little fortress. 

Assui;ed of his lenient intentions to^ 
wards Emilia, Ippolita deplined seeing 
her; so taking a grateful farewell of this 
new friend, she left him to midnight 
council with his officers ; and ascended 

12 
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for what she hoped the last time to her 
sky^roofed chamber* 

There, in sileiijce atid solitude, with 
what ferveBt gratitude did she pour out 
her thanksgivings to the Greatest and 
Best of Beings ! 

So deeply was she impressed with the 
magnitude of the mercies just vouiph- 
safed to her, in the prosperous prosN- 
pects of her family, the mirai^ulous reco- 
very of Valombrosa, the preservation of 
herself from the most frightful ^vils, and 
now the path that was at once cleared for 
her to reach an object which had been so 
long the goal of all her efforts, — ^ so 
deeply was she impressed with all thisj 
so awfiil the impression, that her heart 
had no admission for those softer hopes 
and wishes to which it was calculated 
''afterwards to give life and activity. 

She remained long upon her knees, in 

pious thankfulness: the vivid transport 

of her feelings gradually subsiding into 

that tranquil confidence of securily, 

p 2 
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which she hod not known for many 
months ; and that serene expectance o( 
Iutur0 UeBBing which is the safest ^nd 
sweejteat state of th6 human soul, ^ 

In this temper she seated herself o& 
the side of her bed to muse at leisure : 
she lancied she could t»>t sleep ; but sleep 
insensibly stole on her, and she sank 
upon her pillow. ', 

While she slept, Paradise seemed opened 
before her; a Pan^dise where were as- 
sembled aU that she had loved and lost; 
all that she loved and still possessed. 
But ere half the night had dapsed^ sbk 
was awakened by a hideous noise. She 
lesqped from her bed, and opening her 
door, hurried some steps down stairs; 
for ^he was not undressed. The noise 
increased: it was evidently the clash of 
swords, and the report of fire-arms. The 
watch-tower was attacked then! * She 
listened: a confusion of contentious 
voices echoed through the passages be- 
Ipw; one pealed above them all: it 
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was the tremendous voice of Guidobaldo 
Alviano! 

Ippolita heard no more : she fell sense- 
less on the stairs. 
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